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WAS HUNGRY F 


She was starved for love but all her husband would do was study and work 
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SAFE! RELIABLE! 


Read These Letters 
Mrs. N.B.P., Pittsburgh, 
Pa., writes: “I can’t say 
enough in favor of your 
company, the way my 
expenses were taken 
care of when | was 
struck by a car. Thank- 
ing you aggin... “ 


V.M.B., Cleveland, Ohio, 
writes: “We're both in 
good health, have been 
members of another 
association for a long 
time, but with the higher 
cost of everything, one 
Policy isn’t adequate 
protection. That is the 
reason we're buying ad- 
ditional North American 
protection. The other 
Policy pays direct to the 
Hospital, so any bene- 
fits from your Policy will 
be paid to policyholder, 


| «HOSPITAL BILLS 
cAN WRECK 
you IF YoU 
DON'T HAVE 
ENOUGH HOS- 
} PITALIZATION 










GET EXTRA CASH TO HELP MEET 
TODAY’S HIGH HOSPITAL COSTS! 


NWolimelumit 
HOSPITAL PLAN 


PAYS CASH DIRECT TO YOU, AS LONG 
AS YOU REMAIN IN THE HOSPITAL 


*AND PAYS IN ADDITION TO OTHER 
INSURANCE YOU MAY ALREADY HAVE 

















THIS IS AMERICA’S NEWEST & GREATEST HOSPITAL- 
IZATION VALUE! SOLD ONLY BY MAIL! GOOD ANYWHERE IN THE U. S. 














DON’T WAIT ‘TIL 
IT’S TOO LATE! 


If sickness or accident puts 
you in a hospital bed—you'll 
look back and thank your 
lucky stars you were wise 
enough to take out North 
American protection. The cost 
is so low—a matter of just 
pennies a day —you can’t 
afford to be without it. Ask 
anyone who's been through 
a siege of hospital bills. 
They'l) tel) you what a 
blessing it is to have good, 
safe Hospitalization to fall 
back on. So Act Today! Do 
it before trouble strikes! 


Let’s talk plainly. Most Hospital Insur- 
ance Policies won’t meet the full costs 
of a hospital confinement. Either bene- 
fits are too small, or time limited. Then 
you must dig into family savings to pay 
the difference. The remarkable NORTH 
AMERICAN PLAN pays benefits as long 
as you stay in the hospital - NO TIME 
LIMIT! Pays cash direct to you — regard- 
less of what you collect from any other 
insurance for same disability. Costs 
only 3c a day —half rate for children! 








Truly this is a remarkable Hospitali- 
zation Plan. Gives you extra cash 
when you need it most. Investigate 
it! Compare it! Buy it! Mail coupon 


Noth Ametécan Mutwad “ower 


Dept. 652-TA, Wilmington 99, Delaware 


Please send me, without obligation, full details about your new, 
low cost NO TIME LIMIT HOSPITAL PLAN. No agent will call. 


Vitally needed EXTRA protection if 
already insured! Best protection at low- 
est cost if not insured! 


ACCIDENTAL DEATH and POLIO INCLUDED! 
One Policy covers individual or entire family, birth 
to age 70. In addition to Hospital Room and Board 
Benefits (Rest homes, sanitariums and Govt. Hospi- 
tals excluded)—you get Cash Benefits for 74 surgi- 
cal Operations... Lump Cash for Accidental Death 
...Cash Payment for Loss of Eyes, Hands, Feet... 
special Polio Protection, plus other valuable protec- 
tion included. Maternity Rider available at slight 
extra cost. No waiting period. We pay CASH DIRECT 
TO YOU! Be wise! Get FREE BOOK which tells all 
about this remarkable, low cost insurance value. 


NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL cower 


WILMINGTON 99 DELAWARE 





MAIL COUPON FOR VALUABLE FREE BOOK 





INSURANCE 





for Free Book. NO OBLIGATION! Name 
NO AGENT WILL CALL! 
Address 








Zone ...... BY cccsinconiaisencon 














Malt COUPON! vd v TODAY! ‘ Paste on postal or mail in envelope ....--<=-1 


IF YOU DO NOT WISH TO MAR THIS COVER—USE EXTRA COUPON ON PAGE 58 
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nered rayon shantung taffeta has 
a wonderful slant to slim, trim 
figures. Elegant and so effective 
—the face-flirting collar, the side- 
swept shirring and breeze blown 
drapery. In navy, silver grey, 
pink and aqua. 












> 
A two-tone two-some that’s 
fashion-wise and price-wise! Sky- 
lark’s own body beautiful sheath 
with lines so slim they never 
tell your size—and over it, or 
other dresses, a fabulously full, 
designer-detailed topper with a 
convertible collar you can wear 
open or closed. In brown topper 
and beige dress, navy topper and 
powder dress, navy topper and 
pink dress, pink topper and blue 


dress. a Se 
‘a 
StyLe No. 712 — Finest rayon oe Skylark Originals 
Unica 







































» - 

gabardine. f 8 York 3, N. Y. . 

STYLE No.:715—Lovely butcher- : 0 eas. * 

weave rayon. - D C.O.D. ORDER. I will pay pomman . 
cael z price of garment plus postage and C.O.D.charges. + 
Sryte No. 716—Skylark’s Triple ‘ I may serern garment in 10 days if mot satished. : 
Play Taffeta—a bare-top princess : ° 
you can wear with and without r H 
straps, a lush organdy stole and ‘ 
a matching taffeta bolero. Not > s 
just a dress, a complete ward- s é 
robe! Superbly flattering and de- ,_=— . 
signed to please a man’s taste! . = , 
White frosting on cookie-crisp *s = ana ros 
rayon taffeta in navy, pink, ice ~ DEPT. 71-06 i 
blue. eee, a 





New finer MUM 
stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


° Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains amazing ingredient M-3 for more 
effective protection. Doesn't give under- 
arm odor a chance to start! 

¢ Creamier new Mum is safe for normal 
skin, contains no harsh ingredients. Will 
not rot or discolor finest fabrics. 

° The only leading deodorant that contains 
mo water to dry out or decrease its effi- 
ciency. No waste. No shrinkage. 

* Delicately fragrant new Mum is use- 
able, wonderful right to the bottom of the 
jar. Get new Mum today. 





New MUM 


CREAM DEODORANT 
A Product of Bristel-Myers 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


as 3, oghek soo + «ow 0 she a gale aS % o'so's 17 
Carrie Sue inherited her mother’s bad reputation. They called her a child of Satan. 
It took a handsome gospel singer to awaken her from her fears of love. 


EE re eee 20 
She wanted joy and love out of life. Her husband wanted only to work and study. 
The combination meant an unforgettable tragedy and an impossible problem. 


EES ee a ee oe Oe 26 
Sara Lou wasn’t contented with being just a back-street wife. She had a scheme to get 
rid of her lover’s wife. Trouble was she played the opposition cheap. 


i i Eg gos 5 ow = o'+ on 5 Ee > See 6 is dees 30 
When Freddie, Bessie’s idol, turned out to be a common thief, she decided to end their 
romance. Then a miracle happened in her heart. 


ES EE eee ee 32 
Her family accused her of age like her sinful Aunt Lou. They called her man- 


crazy, so she set out to prove t were right. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


OE a By Mrs. Bill Kenny ll 
Australian wife of popular Ink Spots star reveals she had always been a Bill Kenny 
fan. She managed to meet and marry her idol in a most surprising way. 


Why Young Girls Marry Older Men............................. 12 
When an attractive man her age came along, Cathy became discontented with her 
elderly husband, but, on the brink .of disaster, she came to her senses. 


My Tragic Search ey Oe ee By Bobby Lucas 2 
Handsome singer, skyrocketing to fame overnight, reveals that the romance he sells 
to cafe society public is denied him in his own private life. 





HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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Cover Kodachrome by Steve Deutch 
Now York ciuces at SS West 42nd Seret Entered as second sises’ tnmtiar io! at Post Omice at Chicago, aicnge, 10. aaa 
March 3, 1879. Entire contents eee eee 1952, by Johnson Publishing Co., Inc. Reproduction in whole or FE ge prob: 
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urn of unsolicited od manuacrigtn: Names of persons or business ‘Somes 
are of models who are not actually 
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actual and all ——- bg if of living rsons, are pure! 
involved i in any of the (SUBSCRIPTIONS: year (12 idouce? $3. 2 years’ = issues) $5. 
countries $ Canada 


4 a year. gs foreign countries $5 a year. Single copies 25 cents. and Pan-America '30 cents. 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


TOO DARK FOR LOVE 


| have enjoyed the monthly issues of TAn 
(CONFESSIONS since September, 1951. I am glad 
to see a magazine of colored American ro- 
mance. You have a fine article in March issue 
“Too Dark For Love” and in reading it proves 
there is a color line within the race. Also in 
\pril issue a true article “Our Mixed Mar- 
riage Didn’t Work.” 

Well, it’s the same old story and will be so, 
and this should be a lesson to all colored youth 
today and the others of Caucasian race. Keep 
up the good work. TAN is tops and print more 
stories about the poor people and the average 
Negro. 

Isaac Fancher 
Eureka Springs, Arkansas 


SOLDIERS’ MORALS 


| am a reader of your Tan CONFESSIONS 
magazine and | think its very nice for the 
Negroes to have a magazine about the Negroes. 
| would like to wish you all the luck in your 
work and thank you again for giving the Ne- 
groes a first class magazine. 

| would like to make some comments about 
our girls or should I say about Misses Bernice. 
Betty and Charlotte of Birmingham, Alabama, 
who say that our GI’s overseas are fools and 
unfair. Listen. girls, | was in the Navy for four 
years and my girl said she would wait for me. 
But she was married and had two kids when 
[came home. You girls talk about love and 
being fair—sure, there are lots of young ladies 
who will agree with you there, but angels, stop 
and think if you were away from home and no 
one writing to you as they should, what would 
you do? Have fun or be a fool? 

My mother always told me if you live in 
China do like the Chinese do. So those guys 
in Germany are doing like the Germans do. 
So try writing those guys. 

Thomas R. Randolph 
Syracuse, New York 


WANTS MORE TEEN TALK 


| have read quite a few issues of your maga- 
ine and find that they are not what | would 
call good literature for teen-agers. 

All the stories are either about women cheat- 
ing on their husbands or vice versa, divorce 
cases, etc. 

| think you should print more stories on the 
order of “Teen Talk” and the average Negro. 
(therwise. you have a wonderful magazine. 

Miss Delores R. Graham 
\tlantic City, New Jersey 


MIXED MARRIAGE 


Our mixed marriage did work. The majority 
of mixed marriages are successful. 

You cannot fight prejudice with prejudice. 
We all know the majority of white men are 
diseased with prejudice. Since I’ve heen read- 
ing some of the storiés and letters about mixed 
marriages in TAN CONFESSIONS, it seems that 
“ome of our tan beauties are similarly afflicted. 

To make any marriage work there has to be 
(tue love and complete faith. Housing short- 
ages, social standings. job and people are no 
obstacles when two people are content with 
oe another. 

Carol, in the story “Our Mixed Marriage 
Didn't Work” declared she wouldn’t bring a 
half-white baby into the world. We have an 
wlorable two-year-old daughter and plan on 
having more children. It seems rather silly to 
ay a half-white child is not accepted into 
tither society when there are as many beige, 
lan and brown-skinned people already in the 


face as there are full blooded Negroes. 








LATEST STYLE FASHION BE-BOPS * 
FREE GUT... 0 Day 7ia/-.. Buy Now! 


“MISS BROADWAY” ROSE TINTED LENS 
Ladies rimless. Gorgeous 24K gold plated sides 
and nose piece. Mother of Pearl ear pieces. 
Wide library temples are Biack, Brown, Bive 
Pearl or Pink Pearl. Comes in Small, Medium or 
Large sizes. Clear, Green, Blue or wondertul 
new ROSE TINTED lens. 

Style No. 314 $495 








YOUNG 


EXECUTIVE 
tetest fashion men's glasses make you more 
more ive to the girls. Ladies 
. Buy ‘these Hollywood style glasses for all 








your friends . they'll love you for it. Brown 
Shell or Black frames. 
Style No. 322:........... $395 
ay if 
~N 
> 
\ Aut it 
SS 


““PROFESSOR” SE-BOP 


For that j tellectual look. Ri y style, 14 carat 
heavy gold plated top and sides. Cleor, Green or 


Bive lens. 
$395 


Style No. 303 
Same style as above in NEW ROSE TINTED lens. 
Style No. 503R... ~~ $Qys 














*Reg. U.S. Pat. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 





LADIES’ GLITTER B 


For that slim figure. Beautiful - yo 7, 


$495 


Brown, Bive Pearl or Pink Pearl 
orated 











LADIES’ LIGHTWEIGHT “LIBRARIAN” 
One of our very best a Black, Brown, Bive 





GENUINE HARLEQUIN BE-BOPS 


Genvine Optical Zy!. Light or Dork Tortoise Shell, 
Bive Peorl, Pink Pearl or Black frames. 


. Small, 


SEND NO MONEY—PAY POSTMAN 


203 S MARKET STREET 
NEWARK, N. J. 








GLAMOROUS MODEL says: (/OK_ 





. | Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Photo Finish Look—today! 


KE For face powder that dings like 

<4 LD _-g& mist—lipstick that stays 

SN SS on and on—look for the gs) 
name Black and White. 


















“Black and White Vanishing Cream 
is my make-up base. Makes my skin 
look brighter, feel softer—keeps my 
make-up looking fresh and bright. 
Even after long hours of posing I keep 
that perfect Photo Finish Look.” 
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$-T-R-E-T-C-H! 


has this newest bra sensation 


Cah: fetm 
lookin, fiction 


200 


EXQUISITE FORM BRASSIERE, INC 











LeEECTS coninues 


Our parents did not approve of our marriage 
but we were marrying each other and not our 
people. They disapproved without knowing 
or having any social relations with the opposite 
race. You should see them now that they have 
eaten together, talked together, laughed and 
cried together. They are tickled pink over 
their tan grandchild. 

Sometime ago Mr. Cab Calloway implied 
that when a colored man marries out of his 
race he marries beneath himself. Please give 
your own men more credit. Both parties in a 
racial marriage have to be intelligent to cross 
the line in the first place. The colored man 
won't settle for any mediocre woman when he 
marries out of his race. Why should he when 
he is able to get the girls above average in 
intelligence and in looks. There are some 
white girls that go into the colored race as 
prostitutes but your men certainly don’t marry 
them. Give your men credit. 

Why do you think it hurts a white man so 
badly when he sees a mixed couple? It’s be. 
cause he would like that woman himself. 

Mr. and Mrs. Carl Walker 
Trenton, New Jersey 


[ have been a constant reader of Tan Con. 
FESSIONS ever since the first publication and | 
am proud of this wonderful magazine for our 
race. 

i am a boy, 17 years of age, and I am going 
to the U.S. Air Force, but of course I will con- 
tinue to read this wonderful magazine, for 
there are real down to earth stories that I like. 

However, there’s a question in my mind. 
Why do you print only interracial stories that 
do not turn out right. I know of such couples 
that are very happy. | wonder if you could 
print more stories on interracial marriage or 
courtships. I would appreciate it very much. 

Moryle J. L. White 
Washington, D. C. 


DENIES WRITING LETTER 


A letter published in your recent February 
issue of Tan CONFESSIONS supposedly written 
by me has caused much embarrassment on my 
part and I imagine on others closely related 
to me. The letter is titled “Story Brought 
Memories.” I will admit that periods of time 
stated in the letter are very close to being 
exact. But I did not write said letter, and 
furthermore I have never written any letter or 
articles to any publication. 

I have read your magazine often, but when 
I was informed of this letter bearing my name 
I was surprised and after reading the letter | 
was more than embarrassed by it, my friends 
and others here who know me. The letter must 
have been written by someone else in that 
unit and used my name. I must ask you to 
publish this letter or a correction so I can 
clear up a lot of damage done by some low- 
minded wise guy. 

Furthermore I’m in love with an American 
girl whom I am marrying very soon. Probably 
by the time you get this we will be married. 
| just hope that the letter bearing my name 
doesn’t cause her any shame or embarrassment. 
I don’t intend. to lose her or her faithful love 
because of such a letter. 

Cpl. Alan S. Redd, Jr. 
Fort Benjamin Harrison, Indiana 


SMALL TOWN GIRLS 


I am a great reader of different magazines 
but I think Tan Conresstons tops them all. | 
feel grateful to Alfreda in one story, “ 
Small Town Girls Too Wild?” for keeping her 
moral principles and high standards. , 

It is true that some small town girls are quite 
wild, but not much wilder than the city 
There are nice girls in small towns as well as 
in cities. 

The wolves in men’s clothing have a great 
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deal to do with this, too. I congratulate Al- 

freda for her wonderful story, and I hope some 

other small town girls will read it. It would 

profit them a great deal from Alfreda’s experi- 

nce. 

r Susie J. Zimmerman 
Atlanta, Ga. 


MY BAYOU LOVER 


The story that I’m in love with in your 
March issue is “My Bayou Lover.” That fel- 
low, Jeb, has really got guts! To me he rates 
the honors of a hero. 

Some girls get everything. Why doesn’t 
something exciting like that happen to me? 

In regards to your article “Teen Talk,” that 
js a beautiful piece of literature. I think all 
teenagers should read, appreciate and prac- 
tice those things. All I can say for that article 
js encore! 

To conclude my letter I’d like to know how 
could anyone possibly think his skin is too 
dark for love. How could he possibly think 
that? 

Loma J. Preston 
San Francisco. Calif. 


LOVE AFTER HOURS 


| am a soldier here in this ungodly land 
called Korea. I enjoy reading your magazine 
very much. I wish we could get more of them. 
| have just come off the front line and am 
resting behind the lines. My friend sent me 
the January issue of Tan Conressions. | en- 
joyed the story “Love After Hours.” It is so 
much like my own life story. I also read your 
October issue of Tan and the story “Allotment 
Wife.” | have quite a few friends who have 
been taken for their allotment in this manner, 
but all girls are not like that. We have some 
real nice girls back in America, but, finding 
one that will live up to a promise is a difficult 
job. 
Pfe. Harry O. Pierson 
Korea 


WANTS MORE VARIETY 


| have been a constant reader of Tan Con- 
FessiONs for a few months and I would like to 
say that it is a great magazine. However, | do 
think it would be much more interesting if 
the writers described themselves truthfully. 
That is, they all seem to be alike. Every one 
of them describes themselves as “well edu- 
cated,” with “beautiful fair skin” and long 
“black” or “brown” wavy hair, and beautiful 
sparkling eyes, and even white teeth, and a 
perfect figure. 

It doesn’t seem possible that every one of the 
writers would be good looking or beautiful 
with fair skin. Where are the dark women 
and men? I happen to be medium dark brown 
skinned and my hair isn’t long and wavy like 
all the women who write their stories. It burns 
me up for every Negro woman to think she 
must be fair-skinned with long wavy hair to be 
beautiful and attract attention. At least that’s 
the way their stories read. I happen not to 
be one of those fair-skinned chicks, but | can 
say that I attract just as much masculine at- 
tention as any other fair-skinned woman, be- 
cause | have a nice figure and personality as 
well as a nice-looking face. 

[ am well assured that color and hair doesn’t 
get you nowhere, if you don’t have the cute 
face, figure and personality with it. 

Mrs. B. J. W. 


Denison, Texas 


ENJOYS RECIPES 


| read my first issue of Tan CONFESSIONS 
January this year. I enjoy the stories very 
much and I have found some very interesting 
ads in the magazine, also good recipes. | like 
tying out recipes and love to cook. I too 
would like the stories better if they were 
nger. How about it? The very best of every- 
thing to each of you. 
Mrs. Lucille P. Johnson 
Milwaukee, Wis. 














**It’s greaseless, that’s why Noxzema is 
my regular beauty aid,” says Edna Brown. 
“It helped heal my ugly blemishes*. My 
skin looks much nicer—not oily-looking 


look lovelier 
~» DOCTORS HOME 


97? 





or your money back! 


See for yourself if Noxzema’s Home 
Beauty Routine doesn’t help your skin 
look smoother, lovelier! 

This easy routine was developed by a 
skin doctor. In actual clinical tests, it 
helped 4 out of 5 women with problem 
skin to have lovelier-looking complexions. 

Surveys show that women all over the 
United States are switching to this sensi- 
ble care. Hundreds report they’re de- 
lighted with the way Noxzema helps heal 
externally-caused blemishes and _ helps 
skin look fresher, lovelier. 

See if it doesn’t help you. No mat- 

ter how many other creams you 

have used, try Noxzema. Remem- 
ber it is a medicated formula. 

That’s one secret of its amazing 

effectiveness! 


If you have a skin problem and long for 
a complexion that wins compliments — 
try this Beauty Routine for 10 days. 
Noxzema works or money back! 
If not delighted with results, just return 
jar to Noxzema, Baltimore. Your money 
back! That’s how sure we are that you 
can help your skin look lovelier with 
snow-white, greaseless Noxzema. 





Do you want an aid to a 
lovelier-looking complexion? 
Try this simple Beauty Routine! 


7)" 


2. Make-up base: Now apply 
a light film of greaseless, med- 
icated Noxzema as your pow- 
der-base. It holds make-up 
beautifully and helps to pro- 
tect your skin all day. 








1. Morning: Smooth Noxzema 
over face and neck. Then with 
a cloth wrung out in warm 
water, wash your face with 
Noxzema as if using soap. No 
dry, drawn feeling! 





» 


3. Evening: “Creamwash” 
your face again, using medi- 
cated Noxzema. See how 
make-up and dirt disappear. 
How clean your skin looks and 
feels after “creamwashing.” 





4. Greaseless Night Cream: 
Now apply Noxzema to help 
your skin look softer, smooth- 
er, lovelier. Always pat a bit 
extra over any blemishes* to 
help heal them — fast. It's 
medicated! 
*externally-caused 


Skim, Cheam 
40¢, 60¢ or $1.00 plus tax 
at any drug or cosmetic counter 
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«2100. MONTH 
Just FOR WEARING 


SHOWIN 


LOVELY DRESSES! 







Liadies—here’s the best news you 
ever heard! Your chance to get a 
whole new beautiful wardrobe 
of your own...a stunning collec- 
tion of the most colorful new styles 
... WITHOUT PAYING A SINGLE 
PENNY! And—unbelievable though 
it sounds—you can make up to $100 
is a month just by wearing these 
glorious dresses — and showing 
them to your friends! 


HERE’S ALL YOU DO! 


Just wear these lovely Fashion Frocks 
... which are given to you as a bonus. 
You have your choice of over 150 
striking new styles—designed by one 
of America’s best known dress com- 
panies. It’s our way of advertising the 
unbeatable values offered 
by world-famous FASH- 
ION FROCKS. 


NO CANVASSING... 
NO EXPERIENCE! 



























variety 
of styles, colors, 
weaves 





EVERYTHING IS 
GIVEN TO YOU 


FREE! 


PASi£C THIS COUPON Of POSTCARD MAIL TOOLS 





FASHION FROCKS, INC. 
Stwdie |-6114 , Cincinnati 25, Okie 


Yes, I'd like co be one of the women who get the 
chance to make up to $100 in a month for wearing 
and showing Fashion Frocks. Without obliga- 
tion, please send everything I need FREE! 











Nene. 

Address. 

City. Zone__—State—__. 
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TEEN 
TALK 





VER WISH you were dead? Feel you 
can’t go on, everything in life’s gone 
wrong? Pull up a hanky, Sally Sad Sack. 
Take those hair pins out. Lay that chig- 
non down—now cry! 

You’ve got the blues. 
feel that way. When the oldsters have 
them, they write their misery off their 
chests in song or blow it out of their 
hearts on mournful trumpets. Grown- 
up blues go with soul-sick men and lost 
women. They make them answer the 
wail of railroad whistles in the night, 
follow phantom lovers down lonesome 
roads and drown their sorrows in drink. 

Teen-agers have a different kind of 
blues. Teen-age blues are just as real 
as those of your elders and with a lot 
more reason. The mind-over-matter 
boys call what you have Aypochondria, 
say it is perfectly normal for mamma’s 
little lamb and daddy’s little lion to be- 
come bored and dumpish during the 
transitional period from childhood into 
maturity. They say a Gloomy Gladys 
and a Dejected Joe are that way because 
old behavior patterns no longer satisfy, 
that 12-year-old hop scotch on the side- 
walk is bound to be kid stuff to the 15- 
year-old. 

Your fits of despondency are natural, 
chum, but they aren’t fatal. Don’t pur- 
posely prolong or dramatize them to the 
discomfort of the rest of the family. Ex- 
ploiting your moments of melancholia 
for special favors and extra spending 
cash because overly-sympathetic parents 
aren’t hep to you and your psychological 
self, is as dishonest as stealing the label 
off the yogurt bottle. 
Teen-age blues are 
moods, waves of temporary discourage- 
ment and forlornness that makes you sad 
and weepish, then scoots away leaving 
you your cheerful, full-of-the-devil self 
again. Life may not seem to be worth 
the living at the time, but you don’t 
really wish that you were dead. 

In time you will outgrow your kind 
of blues, but in the interim, you need 


only passing 





not sit around and suffer. Neither must 


By Jane Walters 


Blues make you | 


you wait until you are 21—or 35. Woul 
you keep a pretty dress that was too lo 
for you hanging in a closet until 

were tall enough to wear it? Certain) 
not. You would alter it so that you could 
enjoy it now. Same goes with mood 
When you are feeling low, don’t shy 
yourself up in your room and sulk. An/ 
that does not mean that you should cary 
your blues around on your shoulde 
leaving black shadows in your wake 
Like happiness, the blues are also cop 
tagious. 

Haven’t you ever been sitting at: 
drugstore table drinking cokes with 
friends and having a hilarious time whe 
up comes a pal so deep in the doldrums 
that his funereal facé kills every sunbeam 
in the building? Try as they would, th 
gang could not quite recapture the fu 
after he was gone. Don’t let blue 
make you a killjoy. Get rid of them, 
fast. 

If you are blue because you have a 
inferiority complex, feel that everybody 
in school is smarter, prettier and mor 
popular than you, read a good book or 
see an exciting movie. The exploits of 
others will give you courage and cor 
fidence in yourself. Another way to shake 
off that feeling of self pity is by doing 
things for others. Offer to baby sit for 
your married sister so that she and her 
husband can have a night out together 
for a change. Work your blues away by 
putting on your old dungarees and sneak- 
ers and cleaning out the basement. You'd 
be surprised how a little honest sweal 
can lighten those sagging spirits. 

If you have a crush on the new sopho 
more who transfered from Dunbar las 
semester and he can’t see you for thal 
fresh chick next door, as Churchill 
Kohlman says in his hit tune, Cry. “lI 
your heartache seems to hang around 
too long,” give yourself a boost by wear 
ing your Sunday dress (mother willing) 
to school one day, or by changing you! 
hairdo. 

Maybe you are bored with things 
general, don’t (Continued on Page 59) 
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By Dan Burley 


HE LATEST “sound” is that of Chris 

Powell and his Blue Flames, latest 
recording sensations on the Columbia 
label. This combination of instrumen- 
talists, all of whom sing in the Jimmie 
Lunceford manner, didn’t just happen. 
The seven man group is the result of 
years of planning, long and careful re- 
hearsals supervised by the leader who 
knew what he wanted from the begin- 
ning. 

Each member of the Blue Flames is a 
featured vocalist. Each, except Johnny 
Echo whose falsetto sounds much like 
that of Orlando Robeson, former chirper 
with the Claude Hopkins orchestra, is an 
instrumentalist. The unique singing 
bandsmen stress unusual blendings and 
shadings of their voices that have a 
soothing, pleasing effect on records they 
have made thus far. 

Powell, the leader, a_stockily-built 
product of Syracuse University’s School 
of Journalism, plays drums, sings a ro- 
bust baritone. Around him he has built 
a talented outfit of singers, musicians 
and comedians that has been sensational 
thus far in appearances at the famed 
Miami night club, Copa City, the Click 
and Club Harlem in Philadelphia, the 
Capitol Lounge, Chicago; Bop City and 
the Apollo Theatre in New York. 

Together for the last five years, the 
members of the group are all from Phila- 
delphia. They are: Eddie Lambert, gui- 
tar; Vance Wilson, tenor; Duke Wells, 
pianist, who started with Powell at Syra- 
cuse; Cliff Brown, trumpet; Jimmy John- 
son, bass, and Johnny Echo for vocal 








effects. The (Continued on Page 76) 


Nou-/ Easier, surer protection for 
your most intimate marriage problem 





1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
per=nits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 











oY them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
TESTED by Doctors ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 
Ww. : > 
V musre by Women: BREE infestation Netfert bookie : 
“ ust mail thi to: Dept. TN-26 : 
: Sad ceremays: bot 
NEW IMPROVED : Norwich, N. Y. n ELD 
. Please send me the new Norforms booklet,inaplain , 
NORFORMS : 
« Name ° 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES ° . 
* Address : 
: City. Zone. State. . 
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y good-bye to lonelines® 











to lovelines® 





GUARANTEES RESULTS 


See for yourself what millions 
have already proven about the 
wonderful bleaching and clearing 
action of NADINOLA Cream. See 
how it gives your skin that 
creamier, brighter, clearer ap- 
pearance that makes you look 
your best—makes your life sud- 
denly more exciting—so that 
men look at you with new inter- 
est and women say,,. “how lucky 
she is to have such lovely skin!”’ 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream 
contains nooil, megnear. 
ene 

shine at 

time. 75¢ ao $1. 25. 





Nadliuste’ 


BLEACHING 
CREAM 


FROM JUST ONE JAR! 


NADINOLA works so fast, results 
are guaranteed from just one jar! 
Use it to lighten your complexion, 
to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smooth- 
er, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA 
—one specially for oily skin, the 
other for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both 
fully guaranteed. Get NADINOLA! 


> 


FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever- 
famous Nadinola 
Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cos- 
metic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1 








Deer 
PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high school needed to Graduate with = on 





Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month. 
Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 
Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
lowest- fee course. Average $1.48. 
r Q qi E bookiet gives all facts. Send 
name on postcard today! 






[ the Lincoln School of Practical Nursing | 
| Beet T-6, 7070 W. Clark St, Chicage 26, Wi. 

: Rush lé-page FREE booklet “Careers in Nursing”’ l 
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NAME. | 








} ADDRESS | 





ASTHMA 


Wor 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS... from coughs, gasping, wheezing 

. read this letter from Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson 
of Virginia. 

“Can Work and Sleep” 
Nacor is wonderful. I was very 
with attacks of bronchial asthma and 
I tried one bottle. It helped mesomuch 
I got three more. Now I can doail my 
work, and I can — at night. 

Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson, 
Virginia. 
WHY i pont vou TRY NACOR? ow 
and y: today for daring 10-DAY Pais OFFER. 
No neater if you consider your case hopeless, write today. 
MACOR, 76-C State Life Bidg., indianapolis 4, indiana 


















HERE IS much more than mere 

legend and custom behind the theory 
that June is the ideal time of year for 
marriage. Planetary influences, too, 
seem to be so exerted in June that man- 
kind’s romantic inclinations are given 
real impetus. During this month, Venus, 
the planet of love and beauty, passes 
through that part of the heavens where 
power is directed upon the human mind 
to make it concentrate on thoughts of 
love and the desire to be united with a 
beloved person. 

As the third week approaches, Venus 
enters the sign of Cancer which favors 
marital bliss and home comforts. Even 
during the second week of June, Venus 
is in a friendly, cooperative relationship 
with the planet Neptune which elevates 
romance into the higher spheres. This 
is the period which is most timely for 
younger persons to become engaged or 
be married. For those of more mature 
years, the first week of June brings a 
greater opportunity for marriage or en- 
gagement. The planets Mars and Uranus 
emphasize the passions, making persons 
who are normally emotionally — well- 
balanced succumb to a passionate im- 
pulse which is not always the true guide 
to continual happiness in marriage. 

Various tints of pastels and pale yel- 
low are the true colors for June, and can 
be adopted in wearing apparel and for 
decorations at parties and weddings. 
Supplementary colors are pale blues and 
grays. For gems other than the dia- 
monds, choice selections are topaz, yel- 
low crystal and sapphire. 

The times when the planets are in the 
most favorable positions for marriages 
are: the after- (Continued on Page 69) 
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how he proposed 


BY MRS. BILL KENNY 


me that: would marry him one day. 
But it happened. We met 12 years 
after I was introduced to his singing via 


THINK my romance with Bill Kenny 

started when I first heard the Ink 
Spots’ record of /f | Didn't Care.” It 
was an unusual record, but Bill’s high 
tenor thrilled me most of all. It was an 
unforgettable experience. I was moved. 
| felt something stirring inside me and 
wasn’t quite sure what it was. 

At that time I was a physical educa- 
lion teacher in the school system of Van- 
couver, B. C. | took an interest in pop- 
ilar music but had no special favorites 
—until | heard /f / Didn’t Care. After 
that I became a rabid Ink Spot fan. | 
bought all of their records and listened 
ilways for the plaintive, passion-filled 
voice of Bill Kenny. He was my dream 
singer. 

For years his voice haunted me. It 
became important to me. I played his 
records again and again and wondered 
what kind of man he was. I never 
dreamed I’d meet him, much less come 


to know him. It never occurred to 


If 1 Didn’t Care. The Ink Spots had 
played Vancouver several times before 
1949, the year we met, but I didn’t see 
them. 

When I met Bill I was no longer a 
I was manager of a charm and 
modelling school. It was the Vancouver 
Junior Chamber of Commerce that really 
brought us together. Here’s how it hap- 
pened: The Junior Chamber of Com- 
merce had sponsored a competition to 
select a “Miss British Columbia.” I was 
appointed to chaperone the winner to the 
“Miss Canada” beauty contest and later 
to Atlantic City to compete for the “Miss 


teacher. 


America” title. 

Just about this time the Ink Spots 
came to Vancouver to play the Palomar. 
I had an inspiration for publicity. I 
thought it would be interesting to set up 
a photograph of (Continued on Page 55) 
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*T suffered with an 
itching misery 
on my hand” 




















“I suffered with an itching misery 
on my hand. The itching just about 
sent me crazy. My Doctor said the 
itching misery was simple ringworm. 
On his advice I used Black and 
White Ointment. In just a short 
while the itching was relieved. It 
helped me so much that I will al- 
ways be thankful. I'm strong for 
Black and White Ointment.” 


Leonard Turner, 
1471 Proescher St., 
Norfolk, Ve. 


OVER 5! MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 4x° WHITE 





OINTMENT 





Piano 


with BOTH Hands 
the FIRST Day—or Don’t Pay! 


AMAZING, NEW, PATENTED 
SELF-TEACHING DEVICE GIVES “SECRET” 


Play 





learned to py 3 this 
fast, easy 





ORD 
guides your fingers ev: note of the way. No scales, no 


. u pl 

the piano. In no time at all you’re play it im- 
t r hymns, I old ba -.or all 

Send for this marvelous Dean Piano Course today. Con- 
sists of 30 illustra’ 50 ith words 
music, special Dean play ice al ngements, 

the Patented AUTOMATIC CHORD SELECTOR. Only $1.98 
ape a an You have nothing to jose ane larity and 


».Y 

Send Piano Course of 30 lessons, 50° songs, and Patented 
Automatic Chord Selector. 

just $1.98 plus postage. 
Course in 10 days for purchase price refund. 
Chord Selector is mine to keep. 

0 SAVE SSc! Send payment now, we pay postage. Same 

guarantee. 


The ‘Automatic 


No APO, FPO, or Foreign COD’s 





= 
y force me tu make lore to you, 


ie. Paul told me. “If we can’t respect 
Miusband. we have to respect our- 


selves.” \ - 














young girls marry 





OLDER MEN 


When an attractive man her age came along, Cathy became 
discontented with her elderly husband, but on the brink of 
disaster, she came to her senses. 


| Papen AS I write this story a feeling 

of terror still haunts me. The nights 
are the worst because | wake up very 
often in a sweat, wondering how | could 
have been so much of a fool as to even 
think of leaving my husband to run off 


with a younger man. I don’t know what 


your opinion of me will be as you follow 
my story. Maybe you'll think of me as 
However, before you 


a common hussy. 
judge me too harshly, please remember 
that even the best of marriages can have 
a hidden trap of quicksand, ready to pull 
you down into despair should you give 
in to a single moment of weakness. Once 
in the trap it is difficult to escape without 
causing heartaches, disgrace and disil- 
lusionment. I stumbled into such a trap 
so I ought to know. 

My story begins three years ago when 
Randy and I were married. He was a 
well-preserved man of 47 and I was only 
24. When he asked me to be his wife | 
was flattered. Being the wife of the 
town’s high school principal would give 
me the social prestige | had always 


wanted. 


I guess I had a crush on Randy since | 
had been in his high-school algebra class. 
Then he and Dad were bridge partners 
and whenever he came over to our home, 
he never failed to spend a few moments 
talking with me. All through college he 
was secretly my ideal of what a man 
should be. He was a graduate of the 
same college and whenever he came 
down to the fall homecoming games, | 
made it my business to show him around 
the campus even though I realized that 
he probably knew more about the place 
than I. Up until he proposed he was 
the only man I even remotely considered 
marrying. 

There had been younger men in my 
life but they were nothing more than 
dancing partners. Purposely I had 
guarded against any romantic entangle- 
ments because since I was ten Mom had 
drilled it into me that nice girls never 
allow men to kiss them or hold them 
close while dancing, at least not until 
they are engaged. 

When time came for me to enter col- 
lege she and I really had a session. Mom 
told me that if I (Continued on Page 63) 
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MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 
Practical nurses are needed in every’ 
community . .. doctors rely on them. .. 
patients ci their cheerful, ex- 
pert care. You can learn practical 
nursing at home in ; 

‘4 a seth ok rd yr. Earn 
while learning. School not re- 
quired. Men, women, 18 to 60. Trial plan. Write now! 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 776,41 East Pearson Street, Chicago t1, I. 

Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 

Name Cae 
eae a ee 


City AS 
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ENLARGE YOUR PHOTOS 


Lei gles 









Oye 
bs ” a 
ORDER TODAY 


A.R.T. Studies, Dept. 


8x 10 inches 

WITH FOLDERS 
Any photo or part of a photo 
to ise... 
3 fort 1* Seine" br ° py oe. busi 
lorms, - ani ° 
a lenath animals 

SEND NO MONEY 
Mail picture tive (any size) and re- 
ceive.e Framed Enfargemen Seca Hey a 
i Goalaatesantccnue: 
Fates ras teed... . Originals returned 





C, 2337 W. 24th PL, Chicage 8, Ill. 





By Helen Sides 








































ANDWRITING WAS one of man’s 
earliest precise methods of commu- 
nicating his ideas, but even in our mod- 
ern world few people are aware that each 
time a person writes he gives an accurate 
mental picture of himself. There are no 
two people exactly alike, a fact which all 
handwriting analysts know beyond a 
doubt. Each individual writes in a to- 
tally distinctive manner, according to his 
own mental processes. 


Bae SF 
alts aXe 


Handwriting is really brainwriting. It 
reveals character traits which can be 
traced back to the release or suppression 
of our energies, both mental and physi- 
cal, which lie at the core of our person- 
alities. In our handwriting, we record 
our conflicts, attitudes, and traits of char- 
acter of which we may not be conscious. 

Each stroke we put on paper has a 
definite meaning which an analysis can 
evaluate. By using handwriting analysis 
as the diagnostic tool which it has proven 
to be, we can strengthen our good traits 
and correct our weak ones. With this 
self knowledge, we can master situations 
which before now might have seemed 
impossible to change. 

Self-pity is one of the most prevalent 
of all spiritual ailments. It begins when 
a person turns his mind inward, dwelling 
upon his shortcomings with morbid re- 
flection. It ends in a conviction that he 
has been singled out for misfortune and 
grief. 

The victim of self-pity is not pleased 
to discover that there are other persons 
whose lives are sadder than his own, nor 
is he willing to help people who need his 
assistance, even though he could find 
rich fellowship and deep joy in helping 
others. His own private problems seem 
all-consuming. 

Compare (Continued on Page 75! 
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215: DOUBLE BUN CHIGNON 440: 


Exquisite roll hairdo. pe mma styled of Smart coif, a a5 
Wear as bun or ~— 50 wasnt bane and. ways — side, back — =" 2 
non. Sones roll for fae row of thick for day, evening. At- 

page boy effect. wave curls. taches easily! The pair 


216: Sane but Xtra large. 5.00 
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360: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS tino + 400: PAGE BOY 
100: PONY TAIL Versatile curls, extra heavy Thick, regular length 
Newest hair sensa- human hair: Nylon net. § creation. ee ee 25 12° wide, invisible 
tion for that sophisti- 25 629: Same size in single temple to “temple. weave. 
cated a In -- LT He 5.95 topped with 401: Extra heavy........ 3.75 


wavy 
wavy human hair. 630: Reg.size single wavy. .3.75 
HOW ARD Preeepiect; — $o Easy To Manage...So Easy On Your 


Ant fe RN dh 
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660: BRAID CHIGNON 
2 rows thick curls. 4" don ‘short look in soft, 1 5S Glamourous, thick 3 r Lustrous double-thick g°5 Soft ven Be oon io = 7® 
or 





425: DOUBLE CURL PAGE BOY 


stem braids set in 
bun, coronet or French 
t. 


circlet of feather curls. 
Invisible life-long 


Make into | thick roll natural curls. 12°’ 
or feather = wide. 
426: Extra heavy ....... $71: Xtra heavy. 7” wide 3.395 


















9125: FASCINATION WIG 8100: THE DARLING gs 1725: MELODY 50 75: TAPED TRANSFORMATION 150: SINGLE STEMLESS BRAID 
A lovely wig with Latest feather cut all 24 Alluring bang wig slg Ellie rad 95 16” a _E a and 58 


Fit-Rite foundation of over wig. with — — a 
Perma-cool net. 8101: Imported silk part.28.8S 1726: Im part.27.30 in oa 
8102: All hand ventilated 80.08 1727: All hand frond ventilaed60.00 76: Extra heavy version.6.95 151: Xtra thick, plump. . .3.25 


152: Xtra thick, 22” long.4.50 
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73: Deluxe Imported German 


Curling Iron with insu- 

ea revolving — Fin- 

est quality tempered 95 owa 
Fey ae blue steel hects fast- 

Baers er, lasts longer. Use 


for loose ends of hair. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY BACK 


ait ; Pais met Coles § Please cond mo tsfowing tome as tndlented, i mot 
- German satistied I may return refund. 
13: Protessio onal Eureka a5 7a _ arted German, blue steel. : Style Quan. Description Price 
1, Piel polished aS] 5¢ & type =< lear —, S quickly—makes 5 
s curis. 

iat te “pe short hair at = a ek? cana a 
temple ond neck SEND |! in OUR LAT a 
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He loves you, he loves you not. 

He can’t help but love you in 

your sleeveless, mandarin collar blouse, 
with removable studs and daisies for 
washing. He'll love you and you'll 

love this crisp, waffle cotton blouse 

in these dreamy summer colors of 

Jade, Pink, White and Maize, all with 
white daisies. 


+ 
be chic with Cheri of California 


CHER! of California 
8410 S. Vermont, Los Angeles 44, California 


sa ened Set Mad Semmeue 7 


a c.o.D. Check or Money Order 
send $1 deposit on all C.O.D.s 














nome. 





please print 
address. 
city. state. 
Californians please add 3% State tax; 
3% in Los Angeles 











EVEN IF YOU DONT KNOW 
A NOTE OF MUSIC NOW... 


You Can Learn Your Favorite 
instrument This Easy A-B-C Way 


No special talent, no previous training needed. This 

S. Sehool home-study method is so successful be- 
ause you learn to piay by playing real tunes by note, 
ght from the start. And just think, you can learn your 
favorite instrument for only a few cents a day. If inter- 
ested, mail coupon for FREE Booklet and Print and 
Picture Sample. See for yourself how easy it is to 
learn any instrument, right at home, in 
spare time, without a pri- 
vate teacher. 
Write to U. S$. SCHOOL OF 
MUSIC, Dept. B 346, 
Port Washington, N. Y. 

Vow in our 54th 

saful 


Sample 


BREE! Print and Picture 


Write to U. S$. SCHOOL OF muse 
Dept. 8 346, Port Washington, ¥. 
Please send me klet and Print and wr 
Sample. I would Mike to nage (Name Instrumen 

Have you 
Instrument 


SCeusecneseceusesesasese 





Address 
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DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 
Conducted By Frances Abegail Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: Should a 

woman live with one man even 
though she is in love with another? | 
have been married for three years, and 
am now separated from my husband, be- 
cause his insane jealousy made my life 
miserable. I put up with his attitude for 
as long as | could, but just as | made my 
mind up to leave—the first time—I found 
I was pregnant. Strangely enough, the 
time when I was carrying my baby was 
perhaps the happiest of my married life. 
My husband was very nice to me, so kind 
in fact that I would not have exchanged 
those bright days for anything in the 
world. 

But as soon as our son was born, 
everything changed. His old jealousy re- 
turned, and with it; the horrible argu- 
ments. My husband always believed 
other men were trying to steal me from 
him. The arguments got worse. Finally, 
when he began threatening my life, I left 
home. He would not let me have my 
child, so I am now living alone. I have a 
job, work very hard, and have little time 
for. pleasure. I see the baby only on 
visits, and I know that in order for my 
child to be happy he ought to have the 
love of a mother and a father. Since my 
separation, | have met a man whom | 
love, but I am willing to sacrifice this 
love if it is necessary for the happiness 
of my child. 

Should I return to my husband for my 
baby’s sake, and suffer the pain and 
heartbreak which I once experienced, or 
take my child and seek to find happiness 
in a new marriage? I am only 21 now, 
and can start again. 

Ella 

Dear Ella: Your willingness to sacri- 
fice the promise of happiness in order to 
assure your son of a healthy emotional 
life is meritorious. Yet, | would not ad- 
vise you to return to your husband— 
while he is in his present mental state. 

What he really needs is competent 
psychiatric counseling, because jealousy 


which is totally without grounds, is often — 
the result of grave self doubt—the kind 
which can be handled only by a capable © 
psychiatrist or psychologist. Its roots 
are found in insecurity, in the feeling 
that “I am not a good enough man to 
hold this woman I love.” But the human 
being’s ego cannot accept this belief, and — 
cloaks it instead in another, still more 
insidious feeling: jealousy—the conviec- 
tion that “someone else is stealing her 
from me.” Only when man comes face to 
face with himself, a painful experience, 
and sees the roots from which this poi- 
sonous growth springs, can he hope to 
banish it from his personality. 

As you say, you are young and can 
begin your life again. If you are con- — 
vinced there is no hope that your hus- 
band will change, it would be wise for — 
you to consider marrying again. But | 
a second marriage should be approached 
with great caution. It is not something 
to be rushed into, and you should profit 
from your earlier mistake when you be- 
gin choosing another husband. Great 
happiness as well as great misery can be 
found in second marriages. Let your 
head as well as your heart guide this 
decision. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I never thought I 
could be so heartbroken about anyone 
as I am about Harold W. When I met 
him, it seemed he was everything in the 
world that I could possibly dream of. I 
was perfectly willing to wait until his 
divorce from his wife became final and 
he could marry me. He is a young and 
very ambitious attorney, and | am a sec- 
retary to a friend of his who is also in 
the legal profession. I thought we had = 
enough in common, not only intellectu- 
ally but emotionally, for a perfect mar-— 
riage. But somehow, the divorce never 
came off. He and his wife are still sep- 
arated, and have been for three years, — 
but neither seems anxious to divorce al- 
though they never see each other. Mean- 
while, as I wait, (Continued on Page 82) 
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<% 
I was 
: that!] 
i “y 
r 
h 





her fears of love. 


tly NEXT worst thing to an out and out 
sinner, 


in my opinion, is the smug, self- 


satished person who holds in contempt others 


who make human mistakes. 1 was once that 


kind of person and being that way 
caused me to lose the greatest happiness I’ve 


nearly 








ever known in my entire lifetime. 

Of course, it wasn’t all my fault. Part of it 
had to do with the cruelty of the community in 
which 1 lived—the community which labelled 
me unworthy—a child of Satan. Until I woke 
up and ceased being a victim of gossip. | had 

















een telling myself that I was perfectly 
happy leading the strict, narrow life of 
church organist. When my fingers 
brought to life the solemn chords of a 
ymn or the joyous melody of a gospel 
ng, something deep inside me burst 
to rapture and I felt all good and clean 


I didn’t mind that 


ople said | was fast becoming an old 


ind free from sin. 


sid, even though I was still young. | 
was proud of my musical talent, proud 
f my own goodness and freedom from 
But as Pastor Nichols 
lways said, “Pride goeth before a fall,” 


voridly desires. 


nd when I met Gabriel Brown I fell— 
ard. 


Maybe bad things were meant to hap- 
pen to me. I don’t know. Pastor Nich- 
ols always said that all children were the 
children of God, but I know that some 
of the sisters in the congregation were 
positive I was a child of Satan. I re- 
member how bitterly I cried the first 
time I heard two of the church ladies 
discussing me. I was only 10 at the time, 
but what they said burned a brand 
deep in my memory and I knew that I 
would never forget it. 

“It’s a shame and a disgrace,” one of 
them said, “to take that child and raise 
her in the parsonage.” 

The other nodded. 


“Pastor sure is 


letting Satan take advantage of him! 
That child should go to an orphanage, 
where she won’t contaminate respectable 


people.” 

I had run crying to the Pastor after | 
heard that. But when I finally found 
him in the quiet parsonage, I was too 
ashamed to tell him what I had heard. 
I’m sure he guessed what was upsetting 
me so. After all, he knew that even a 
child was not too stupid to hear gossip, 
and certainly no one in the congregation 
made a secret of the way they felt about 
me. 

‘Never you mind,” he said soothingly, 
as he caressed my tightly braided hair, 
and dried my tears with a clean hand- 
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kerchief. “Don’t you fret about what 
people say about you. As long as you 
grow up to be a good girl, then folks 
can’t blame you for anything else.” 

My crying caused me to hiccough 
dightly, and I gasped my question, 
‘Blame me for what?” 

He sighed and smoothed his iron-gray 
lair back impatiently, “Grownups are 
petty stupid, Carrie Sue. They some- 
limes blame children for the faults of 
their parents.” 

I looked at the Pastor, mystified, not 
sure of the meaning of his words. He 
miled at.my puzzlement. “Now don’t 
jou worry your pretty little head,” he 
told me. . “You just run along into the 


kitchen and get yourself some sugar 
cookies and milk. I reckon that'll take 
your mind off idle gossip!” 

I left his study and obediently went 
into the big kitchen with its warmth and 
delightful, nose-tingling odors, but my 
footsteps dragged. I was as much afraid 
of the Pastor’s sister as I was of the other 
ladies of the congregation. Lucinda 
Nichols was tall and straight as a rod, 
with a sharp nose and piercing eyes like 
an Indian’s. Her hair was as gray as the 
Pastor’s, but while his gave him an air 
of fatherly kindness, Sister Lucy’s gray 
hair just seemed to make her even more 
strict and stern than she was. As a 
lonely, sensitive child of 10, I felt that 
was plenty strict. 

I opened the screen door quietly, re- 
membering Sister Lucy’s repeated warn- 
ings not to bang that door. She was 
standing by the stove. 

“Well,” she said finally, not turning 
away from her work, “what you come 
pestering me for this time, child?” 

“Pastor said I should have some milk 
and cookies,” I answered, my voice trem- 
bling. 

“Pastor said—Pastor said!” she re- 
peated angrily, slamming around the 
pots on the stove. “Pastor thinks I’ve 
got nothing better to do but wait on you 
all day.” 

I started backing out toward the porch, 
but she had already reached for the 
cookie jar that stood on the highest shelf 
above the sink. “I—I really don’t want 
any, I faltered. 

She set the jar down and stood look- 
ing at me, arms akimbo. “Land o’ good- 
ness, child!” she grumbled. “No sooner 
do I get the cookie jar down, all the way 
from the top shelf, than you decide that 
you don’t want any. Can’t you make up 
your mind?” 

I debated with myself for a moment, 
trying to decide whether to risk her dis- 
pleasure or make a hasty retreat. “Thank 
you, m’am,” I said, stammering. “I'll 
have some cookies.” 

Sister Lucy shook her head and sighed 
as she poured me a big glass of milk and 
put the cookies on a saucer. “Just like 
her mother!” she sniffed to 
“Flighty—can’t ever make up her mind.” 

I gulped the milk and stuffed the 
cookies into my mouth, eager to be out 
of the kitchen and out in the sunshine 
again. I couldn’t understand why every- 
one said such mean things about my 


herself. 


mother. I could hardly bear to think of 
her without sobs tearing at my throat. 
Mama had died just that past spring. 
Now, it was late summer. The hurt of 
that awful time was still with me and I 
knew that the smell of April would never 
be sweet to me because it meant heart- 
break and pain and death. 

Up to the time mama died, I had 
known no one else but her. We had lived 
a hermit-like existence in a little shack in 
the backwoods of Virginia, and no one 
ever came to see us. My mother was a 
beautiful woman. She was young, barely 
26, when she left me forever. I loved to 
play with the long, black silken hair that 
fell down to her slim shoulders, and 
every night she’d lie in bed and let me 
braid it for her. Her eyes were large, 
dark and deep as the inside of the well 
outside the cabin door. They reminded 
me of a doe that I had once seen drink- 
ing at a stream. The graceful animal 
had become frightened when it saw me 
and its eyes had widened into dark cir- 
cles of fear the moment before it sprang 
off into the woods. Mama’s eyes were 
the same; wide, beautiful and with a 
touch of haunting sadness in them. 

Our few animals and skimpy garden 
provided most of the food we needed, 
but every few weeks or so my mother 
had to go into town to trade a few things. 
Then her eyes would seem to grow even 
larger, and the rosy brownness of her 
face would lose its freshness and vitality. 
Each time she went I would beg her to 
take me along, but the answer was al- 
ways the same. 

“No, Carrie, honey,” she’d say firmly. 
“I don’t want you to go into town— 
ever! There’s nothing but wickedness 
there and I don’t want it to harm you. 
Stay here like a good girl and Mama will 
bring you back a pretty.” 

I would ask her over and over again 
to tell me just what the wickedness was, 
because at that time I was as innocent as 
Eve before she ate the apple in the Gar- 
den of Eden. But Mama would never 
explain. Her eyes would just grow larger 
and I could feel a tremor of fear pass 
Finally, I stopped asking 
That strange, 


through her. 
her to take me to town. 
far away place grew to mean something 
horrible and ugly to me. 

I suppose I would have gone on for 
many more years thinking of town as a 
place of evil and wickedness if it hadn’t 
been for Mama’s (Continued on Page76) 
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One joy-loving wife who wanted an abundance of love plus one serious-minded husban 
whose only interests in life were study and work added up to a tragedy never forgotten ar 
a problem never really solved. 


ON YOUR first wedding anniversary 
you're supposed to be radiant, 
flushed with happiness and living in a 
rose-colored world. But that isn’t the 
way things are with me. Now, today is 
our first anniversary. Johnny’s and 
mine. I awoke this morning with the 
hazy memory of a nightmare beclouding 
my brain. My eyes were swollen from 
crying and my pillow was wet. My heart 
was broken, listless. The thrill was gone. 
Hopes | had cherished, dreams I had 
dreamed throughout the years of my girl- 
hood seemed like just so much waste. 

Everything good I had thought my 
marriage would be had happened—in re- 
verse. 

Lying there in the bed of an Elsinore, 
Calif., cabin, with Johnny asleep beside 
me, I asked myself what I had gotten 
married for in the first place. And, I 
wanted to know of myself, if I just had 
to get married, of all the fellows on earth, 
why did I pick him? What was there 
about him that made me think he was 
the guy I wanted to spend a lifetime 
with? 

Was there no reward for being good? 

Yes, | am unhappy. But my unhappi- 
ness is a secret. Even my husband 
doesn’t know that I have lost most of the 
love I used to have for him. 

And he’ll never know it. 

The more | thought about our mar- 
riage, the more fantastic it seemed. I 
asked myself—over and over—just how 
did | happen to marry John. 

The blunt truth was that I hardly knew 
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him—and he hardly knew me. There 
was something odd—like our first meet- 
ing, for instance. 


WAS 1946 when I met Johnny in an 
East Side Los Angeles food market. 

He was a clerk in the open-air vegetable 

department of a super-market. 

One day while I was shopping—weigh- 
ing some fruit—I caught him watching 
me with eager eyes. I guess I half- 
smiled back at him because he bashfully 
averted his gaze. 

Just then, a couple of sailors passed on 
the sidewalk and whistled into the mar- 
ket at me. It was one of those long, low 
wolf whistles. For some reason, I turned 
to look at Johnny and saw a disapprov- 
ing frown cross his face as his eyes fol- 
lowed the sailors out of sight. 

As I paused at the cash register, he 
stepped up and said: “May I take your 
packages to your car?” 

I looked up at a boyishly wide smile 
that revealed even-set teeth. “Thank 
you,” I said, “but I don’t have a car—” 

It was apparent that he had spent 
some time figuring out the natural ap- 
proach. My answer had left him blank 
for ideas. 

“Tell you what,” I said, “if you’ve got 
time, I'll let you carry my bags a block 
or so. That would help out—” 

He brightened. “Sure, I’ve got time. 
I'll take time. My lunch hour begins in 
a minute or so anyway:” 

We stepped out of the store, paused 
for traffic, then crossed Central Avenue. 


I lived about four blocks from the sto 
so I really hadn’t expected him to carr 
my groceries all the way. He insiste 
however. : 

We talked, small talk, all the w 
home, but not until I turned to than 
him from the porch-steps of the hous 

“It was a pleasure, honest,” he said 
adding, “By the way, what’s yo 
name?” 

“Lorraine Allen,” I said. 

“It’s a pretty name,” he observe 
“and very appropriate—it’s being pret 
1 mean.” 

The compliment sent a little blush 
my face. “Thank you,” I said. “What 
yours?” 

“Johnny Dillworth,” he replied. 
very pretty.” 

After that, Johnny and I gradually b 
came “pals.” I found out that he 
born in North Carolina, had been draft 
into the army while, attending a sma 
college there, and was discharged a 
he contracted a mild case of malaria. 
the South Pacific. He decided to m 
L.A. his home. He was working in & 
market and. going to college nights 
the GI bill. He said he wanted to 
into business for himself as soon as 
could save up a little capital. 

One weekend, he took me to a mo¥ 
—our first date. Then, in a 40 Of 
convertible he’d borrowed from his | 
lady, we went joy-riding along the 
cific shore. We found we had a lot 
common—in (Continued on Page ! 
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SELL PASSION. 


There’s nothing indecent about 


nat. 


iOIng for 
Great writers do it and even composers 


[’m only doing what people have been 
years. Great actors do it. 
f unforgettable symphonies and paint- 

\ll these artists have their individual 
ay of wrapping passion up in a pretty 


package and offering it to a world which 


eeds something warm and exciting to 


ake the sting out of tragedy, frustration, 


pidemics and wars. 

| too have my individual way. 

| sell passion through my singing and 
y style of putting that singing over. 

| know how to do it because I was 


orn with the gift of knowing how, and 


| am not always happy myself. Because, 


love to do it because it gives me the 
ower of making people happy. 
But, while | am making others happy, 


in order to do my job well, I have to 
deny myself the very same thing—ro- 
mantic happiness—which I am trying to 
give to others. 

To be able to give that kind of happi- 
ness to others, you have to be born with 
some extra fire in your blood, a special 





Handsome singer, soaring 
that passionate romance he 


denied him in 


BY BOBBY LUCAS 


little beat in your emotional pulse, some 
kind of exciting tingle which helps you 
get an audience into the mood for love. 
to get them feeling the thrills which only 
love can produce. 

One of these days, perhaps I'll be able 
to share those thrills in my private back- 
But now, I can’t. 
fall in love. I 


stage life. 

| can’t—don’t dare 
can't—don’t dare—become 
with a deep sigh and a kiss in the moon- 
light because the way I’ve got it figured 





intoxicated 


Between acts on Milton Berle show, Bobby Lucas chats with singer Phil Regan and 


actress Mary Beth Hughes. 








He has been on Berle show twice. 
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to fame overnight, reveals 
sells to cafe society public is 


his own private life. 


out, all I have to do to become a failure 
in show business is to become a success 
in love. 

I’m convinced of this—unless—and 
it’s a big, fat juicy unless—unless I can, 
by some miracle, find the kind of wife 
| want and need. 

Yes, just like most other people, | 
dream of domestic bliss, the little bun- 
galow to come home to, the sweet little 
woman to meet me at the door, the ring- 
ing laughter of a cute little daughter and 
the mischievously dancing eyes of a 
little son. 

Just thinking of that kind of paradise 
makes me awfully unhappy sometimes 
because I know that, right now, it’s not 
for me—unless, of course, I can find that 
unbelievable, almost impossible ideal 
wife, to help me make that dream come 
true. 

Why isn’t it for me? Why do I have 
to find someone really unusual to be my 
life companion ? 

It’s like this. 
ation. They call me a rising young star. 
I work in exclusive clubs and command 
a four-figure salary which is steadily 
I’ve been featured at such 


I am in an unusual situ- 


Making appearance on Milton Berle television show, Bobby Lucas clowns with 
Mr. Television and his accompanist Isaac Royal during rehearsal. 


important places as the Town Casino in 
Buffalo, the La Vie En Rose in New York 
City and the Latin Casino in Philadel- 
phia. I’ve had the privilege—twice—of 
appearing on the fabulous Milton Berle 
television show. 

I’ve come a long way in a short time 
because, less than six months ago, I was 
broke, unknown and almost discouraged 
in New York City. 
park benches some nights and going 
hungry some days. Right now, I’ve got 
pawn tickets for things I had to put in 
hock in order to keep going. I keep 


I was sleeping on 


those pawn tickets and maintain the in- 
terest on them because I want to have 
them to show to people who think I 
haven’t paid my dues in the hard race 
toward success. I keep them also to 
show to kids who think life is impossible 
and who have lost faith in their struggle 
to make it. Yes, I’ve come a long way 
in a short time—but I’ve still got a long 
way to go. And that’s the most impor- 
tant reason why I have to forget about 
marriage and love and romance—or find 
a most unusual girl. 

She’d have to be unusual to go along 

























with the program of my life. She’d have 
to understand that there are certain 
things | have to accomplish before | can 


indulge in the luxury of love. 


i NE OF those things involves a really 

wonderful lady who lives in Wash- 
ington, D. C. Her name is Alma Deca- 
tur and she’s my Mom. I know its only 
natural for children to love their mothers 
but I could write a book on why I feel 
| owe her something extra special. My 
dad died when I| was eight years old and 
my mother had the burden of rearing 
me and my two brothers. She strug- 
gled to give us everything possible and 
we all love her more than we love any- 
So what, you say! 


one else on earth. 
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inswering phone in hotel room, Bobby talks sleepily to manager Harry Altman, who he 
affectionately calls “father.” Star sleeps late, eats large meal in early afternoon. 


Lots of mothers have done that. They 
don’t rate extra credit for it. It’s what 
they wanted to do. Maybe so. but be- 
tween my mother and myself, there’s al- 
ways been a special kind of bond which 
has been a secret right up until the time 
your eyes glance over these words. 

From the days of my childhood, I’ve 
had an inferiority complex, I’ve got a 
brother, Jimmy, a student at Howard 
University now (and a major in the 
ROTC there). Jimmy’s 20 years old—a 
year older than me. I’ve got a sixteen 
year-old brother, Cookie. 
Cookie are really handsome boys. Dad 
was intensely good-looking and Mom’s 


Jimmy and 


still a beauty. Me, I’ve always been, in 


my mind, the ugly duckling of the fam- 


began to grow. She told me time and 
again that, to her, | was handsome and 
wonderful. But she warned me that looks, 
physical appearance is unimportant: that 
beauty is as beauty does. She knew that 
I was born with a singing voice and a 
love for singing. She knew that | was 
wide-eyed about Thelma Carpenter: that, 
at the age of 13, I heard Thelma sing 
at the Howard Theatre in Washington 
(my home town) and that Thelma be. 
came immortal to me. So Mom began 
encouraging me to prepare myself to do 
what I wanted most—to sing profession. 
ally. She laughed away my inferiority 
complex and gave me that extra love 
with which Moms can accomplish mir- 
acles with their sons. 

It’s because of her encouragement, her 
love and the prayers she makes for me 

-right now—each and every night. that 
[ have gotten as far as I have today. 
She’s a warm, sweet, Christian woman 
who gave me spiritual guidance. | love 
her for it and I think | owe it to her 
to prove that I am grateful. That’s why 
I’m making payments on a home for her 
in Washington. That’s why I’m sending 
her money regularly and saving money 
for her constantly so that one of these 
days, real soon, I hope. I can go home to 
her and say: 

“Darling, you can forget about work- 
ing for a living. You can depend on me 
from now on to take care of you just as 
you took care of me.” 


That unusual girl I’m looking for to} 
be my wife would have to be big enough) 


and generous enough to understand that. 
She might have to live in an apartment 
while I was making payments on a home 
for Mom. She might have to make last) 
year’s dresses do while I bought a brand 
new wardrobe for Mom. 

Maybe some people will think that 
would be wrong. All I have to say is 
that Solomon had a lot of wives, but he 
only had one mother. Also, the way I 
figure it, you can tell how much a ma 
will think of his wife by the way 1 
treats his mother. 

So Mom is my number one barrier t@ 
marriage—and a barrier | don't want t@ 
get rid of because I'll be the happiest 
person in the world when I| can t 
make her happy. 


ily, the one with the least looks. For a 
long time. I brooded about this—until 
Mom found out. When she found out, 
that’s when this special bond between us 
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There’s another barrier—and that’s 
my work. I doubt very much whether 
there'll ever be a woman who can come 
before my work. To me, the job I am 
doing is almost like a beloved woman. 
] love it just as much as I could ever 
love a woman. When I’m not working, 
it’s just like being separated from the 
woman you love. When I am working, 
| get a big kick out of it because I love 
everyone in my audience. I’m just as 
conceited as anyone else and I want them 
to love me back. So, I put everything I 
have into what I’m doing. 

When you put a lot into what you do, 
it takes a lot out of you. So that means 
that when I have finished working a club 
date, I’m worn out, tired, sapped of my 
emotional strength. Suppose I could 
find that unusual girl to be my wife. 
How would she like it for me to come 
home, midway between midnight and 
dawn, so tired that I might perhaps col- 
lapse in my bed and go to sleep with my 
clothes on. I do that often now and I 
don’t think I would change. The wife 
I need would have to be rare to stand 
for that. She’d have to have a great deal 
of understanding. 

She’d have to have enough under- 
standing to realize that being a perform- 
er calls for being charming to people. 
I've found out that, when you’re in pub- 


Eating in New York apartment of Annie Hatchett, Bobby reads rave reviews about 


lic life, everyone wants to think you be- 
long to them. She’d have to control 
herself so she never became jealous of 
my gratitude to people who were kind 
enough to be Bobby Lucas fans. She’d 
have to understand that there are two 
Bobby Lucases. One, the guy, Bobby 
—and the other, the performer. She'd 
have te get to know when each person- 
ality was operating. She’d have to put 
up with the moodiness, the temper, the 
flare-ups which come to me and, I guess, 
to anyone else who has to travel that 
wonderful, hard road we call show busi- 
ness. 


NE OF the hardest things on a show 

business wife—or should I say 
widow (that’s almost what she is)—is 
has to face. The 
wife I’m looking for would have to be 
self-reliant and clever enough to build 
interests for herself which would keep 
her from resenting my being out of town 
a great deal of the time. I wouldn’t ex- 
pect the girl I married to put on sneak- 
ers and chase me all over the country. 


the loneliness. she 


I’ve seen tragedies develop in marriages 
because of that very thing. A guy falls 
in love and wants to marry a girl. He 
says to her: “Honey, let’s face it. You'll 
have to go on the road with me and 
that’s a tough life.” The girl is madly 
in love so she says: “Darling, I’ll follow 
you to the end of the earth.” She thinks 


himself. He is devoted to_Annie, who helped him when he was broke. 


she means it, but when she gets out there 
on the road for a while, when she faces 
all the problems. of the road, when she 
compares her hectic, unsettled life with 
that of other women she meets, she gets 
dissatisfied. Maybe the two of them 
find other, imagined reasons to break up. 
But the basic reason’ is that they didn’t 
face reality when they were considering 
a fife together. 

I believe in facing reality. It might 
not give you immediate happiness but 
it prevents inevitable heartbreak. Know- 
ing this keeps you from making tragic 
mistakes. 

For instance, in my opinion, there’s 
one tragic mistake a lot ‘of us in show 
business make. We don’t go into show 
business as if it were a business—and 
that’s just what it is. We go into 
show business in order to increase the 
telephone numbers in our date books. 
We go into it to see how many one night 
stands we can rack up with good-looking 
girls—or to be idolized at parties, lion- 
ized at social events—or to find a wife 
who has money or position or both and 
to marry well. 

I doubt very much that the unusual 
girl I am looking for will ever happen 
to me through my work. I have no ro- 
mantic interest in women in my audi- 
ence. I’m a human being and I'd like to. 
But I’ve made up my mind that I won’t. 
I don’t sing (Continued on Page 81) 


Pressing suit, Bobby remembers days when he 


had to take care of own clothes. 

















Sara Lou wasn’t contented with being just a backstreet wife and she had a 
scheme to get rid of her lover’s wife. Trouble was she played the 
opposition cheap. 


*VE JUST switched off my radio and my 

heart is pounding like a trip hammer. The 
rich, vibrant voice which has faded off into si- 
lence was the last echo of the emptiness in my 
heart. I’ve been listening to the victory speech 
of our city’s newly-elected Negro alderman, Phil 
Robinson, a blood-tingling, triumphant speech 
which brought forth from hundreds of followers 
in his campaign headquarters a dizzy crescendo 
of cheers. 

[f you could see me now, sitting in the cozy 
living room of my expensive apartment in a big 
Eastern city, my long black hair falling over the 
delicate flimsiness of my negligee, you’d know 
me for just what | am—a siren, a temptress, the 
kind of inviting woman who well-to-do men pet 
and pamper and care fer—but never marry— 
you'd probably wonder what ‘my interest is in 
politics. 

Very simply, my interest used to be Phil Rob- 
inson. For eight years before he won the bril- 
liant victory tonight, I was Phil Robinson’s back- 
street wife, the other woman in his life, the third 
angle in a triangle. Phil doesn’t belong to me 


any longer—not even second-hand, as he used to. 
He won his political campaign and I lost my 
campaign to make him belong to me and me 
alone. I lost it because I played dirty in the 
clinches, but I reckoned without a dangerous 
opponent—the other angle in the triangle—Phil’s 
real wife. The way | lost was classic and about 
the only consolation I can get out of it all—the 
booby prize, you might well call it—is to tell the 
story of how my selfish scheming backfired. 

A few months ago, like I said, I was the other 
Mrs. Phil Robinson, without benefit of clergy, of 
course, and strictly in a discreet and hush-hush 
manner. There are thousands of women like me, 
who give a man forbidden love and who can 
never be acknowledged as his life companion. 
For a long time, I was content with that kind of 
deal because, believe it or not,—and it will be 
hard to believe after you learn all the details— 
I loved Phil dearly. I'll never forget how logical 
Phil was that evening he propositioned me to be- 
come his secret sweetheart. It wasn’t that the 
real Mrs. Phil Robinson didn’t have it in looks 


any more, he told me. 
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“You're going to have to choose between your wife and 
me. If you make the wrong choice, you'll make juicier 
headlines tomorrow than you've ever seen.” 
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She still has those soft gray eyes and ar- 
resting curves in the right places. 

“But, why take straight whiskey, when 
you can have Scotch and soda—the best?” 
Phil asked me. “That’s the difference be- 
tween you and Vick, Sara Lou.” 

Vick was all right in the glamour de- 
partment, Phil admitted, and, for a long 
time, she’d been a sweet, loving bundle to 
go home to, but when the Good Lord hand- 
ed out brains, she must have been hiding 
behind a tree, he confided. All she wanted 
to do was to keep their six room home spic 
and span and be an efficient home-maker 
and loving mother to Phil’s two small chil- 
dren. 

“Maybe that would be plenty for an or- 
dinary guy who goes for the fireside, slip- 
per and easy chair routine, but not for me, 
honey, no siree,” Phil told me confidently. 
“But I’m no ordinary guy.” 

No, my Phil wasn’t ordinary. He had 
graduated from Howard Law School pret- 
ty close to the head of his class and he’d 
come back home, hung out his shingle and 
started on the road to practice which net- 
ted him a comfortable four figures a week. 
He was the kind of person you could look 
at and know he was marked for success. © 

That’s one reason I went along with his 
proposition. I was sick and tired of hav- 
ing the alarm clock blues, travelling on 
subways and running around a stuffy old 
office with a stenog pad in my hand. Phil 
would give me a cute, completely modern 
two and a half room apartment, my own 
dashing roadster and a comfortable allow- 
ance—all in return for my love, sympathy 
and understanding on those evenings when 
he could get away to come and relax with 
me. Funny thing, though, even if I am as 
mercenary as the next girl, I didn’t accept 
Phil’s proposition only for what was in it 
financially. I’m an ambitious person—al- 
ways have been. In my opinion, Phil was 
headed straight for the top in his profes- 
sion and his second love—pelitics. In my 
opinion, I could become indispensable to 
him. Some day, I told myself confidently, 
if I play my cards right, I can become the 
real Mrs. Phil Robinson. Some day, he’ll 
realize that Vick is only cramping his style. 
Then he’ll arrange a divorce and I won't 
be just his backstreet woman any more. I 
was playing the game for keeps, but I 
thought I was playing it smart. The big 
mistake I made was believing Phil when 
he said Vick was lacking in the think de- 
partment. If that lady is stupid, ’m Jo- 
sephine Baker. But now, I’m getting way 
ahead of my story. 

One of the reasons I was certain I would 
win Phil from Vick was that I hadn’t con- 
fined myself to being his sweet and loving 
girl friend. In addition to what I have al- 
ways known were looks not to be sneered 
at, | was endowed with a pretty clever 
mind and ever since Phil and I had been 
going together, I'd been proving that to 
him. I kept up on all the current local 
political situations, read extensively and 
thought with lightning quickness. Many 
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an evening, Phil had discussed tough prob- 
lems with me involving his cases or situa- 
tions in his ward. More often than not, I 
was able to contribute something sensible 
and worthwhile to a solution. 

“You’re a sweetheart,” Phil often told 
me tenderly. “And what makes it so great, 
you're a wise little sweetheart.” 

When you're under the handicap of play- 
ing second fiddle to a wife, I figured, you’ve 
got to have an ace which will trump satis- 
factory love-making. You’ve got to always 
keep ahead, have something to offer which 
your man will respect because it doesn’t 
take too much to send a cheating husband 
running back home if all you have to offer 
is the power to charm him romantically. 

That’s why I welcomed Phil’s big oppor- 
tunity—when it came in the form of the 
offer of the Democratic nomination for al- 
derman—as my big opportunity to become 
Mrs. Phil Robinson for real. If I could 
help him become successful in this, I rea- 
soned, he’d know for sure that he couldn’t 
take a chance on losing me. He’d want to 
make sure of me for life. 

I'll never forget the evening Phil came 
to my place, thrilled, flushed with pride, to 
tell me the good news. When I heard his 
key in the door, I was curled up in a long 
white housecoat that looked as soft and 
flaky as new snow and that set off my 
golden brown complexion beautifully. As 
he walked in, I smiled an even, radiant 
smile, got up and went toward him. 

“Sugar,” I said, “I knew you were com- 
ing tonight. I just prayed you would.” 

Holding him in my arms, I lost myself 
in the sharp flame of his kiss. Completely 
happy, I toyed with his ear, stroked the 
back of his neck, played with his hair. 

I remember now that the warmth of my 
greeting almost made Phil forget the good 
news he had to tell. Phil needed slim, 
young, tempestuous love like mine. He 
needed to be wanted, not just waited upon 
by a wife who played it cool and blase and 
took everything for granted. He cupped 
my face in his loving hands, looked straight 
into my adoring eyes and said: 

“Slow down, honey. Give me a chance 
to tell you the good news.” 

Excitement danced in my eyes. My lips 
parted breathlessly. Instinctively, I knew 
this was the moment we had talked about. 
dreamed about, planned for. 

“Phil,” I cried. “You've got it. You’ve 
got the nomination.” 

He nodded affirmatively and told me how 
Boss Cassidy had called him downtown a 
few hours ago and told him “the boys” 
(meaning Boss Cassidy) had decided to 
make him the first Negro Democratic Al- 
derman from our ward. 

“Alderman Robinson,” I said, trying the 
title deliciously. “Oh, Phil. I’m so hap- 
py. I knew you’d make it.” 

“Yes,” he told me, thinking out loud. 
“I’ve got it made now. The nomination 
automatically means election. The oppo- 
sition never gets a show in our ward and 
the Negro vote is the balance of power.” 


THs WAS the moment when I knew J 

had to take command. Phil recognized 
the fact that I had always been a great help 
to him. But in this situation, I reasoned, | 
would have to give my most brilliant per. 
formance. Before his campaign even began, 
I had to become the behind-the-scenes cam- 
paign manager, mapping his every move, 
convincing him that I was indispensable, 

I looked at him seriously. Then slowly, 
I drew him to the couch. We sat down 
together. 

“Hold on, baby,” I cautioned. “Slow 
down a second. You remember what we 
agreed. Never take anything for granted. 
Sure, you’ve got the best chance in the 
world. Everything’s in your corner. But, 
all the same, we’re going to work to elect 
you just as if the odds were running the 
other way. Then, when you do get in, it 
wili be such a whopping big vote that 
you'll attract the attention of the big shots 
ail over the country. Remember, sweets, 
this congressional district could elect a Ne- 
gro Congressman. Alderman Robinson can 
be just the. beginning.” 

It was the old game. Keep your man 
reaching for higher things just when he 
thinks he is on the brink of the great. 
est achievement he can attain. I saw the 
fire of admiration kindle in his eyes. 

“You're right, sweetheart,” he agreed. 
“We're going to put on the biggest, dan- 
diest campaign that ever hit the town. And 
I do mean ‘we.’ Because, Sara Lou, I need 
you to help me. If it hadn’t been for you, 
loving you, wanting to make good for you, 
I couldn’t have come this far. And, you 
know what? When I get set in politics, 
I'm going to tell Vick about us and get 
her to give me a divorce.” 

He thought silently for a minute, then 
declared: 

“And just to show you I’m not jiving, 
I'm breaking the news to her tonight. | 
know she’s going to see things my way. 
She’s too proud to string along, knowing | 
don’t love her any more. She’s always 
said she would never stand in my way for 
anything.” 

Phil looked at me, waiting for the hap- 
piness to light up in my eyes. 

But my brain was working faster than 
my heart which pounded furiously, with 
every word he said. This was the opportu 
nity for me to take the pot—not with an 
obvious play—but with a clever bluff. 

“No you don’t, sweetheart,” I told him 
softly. “You’re not kicking over any ap 
ple carts right now. We’ve got to play it 
cool until you come out on top.” 

“What do you mean, hon,” Phil asked 
me, his voice wounded and suspicious. ‘I 
thought you were so crazy for us to get 
married. I thought you wanted me to show 
you off to the world.” 

“I am, darling. I do,” I said sincerely. 
“Only, not just this minute. Think of what 
an asset to a candidate a loving wife and 
two cute sons can be. Think of what 4 
weapon against a candidate a scandal cal 
become. Oh, sure. Vick thinks she meats 
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it when she says she'll let you go for your 
own good. But I do mean it. I can wait 
for your good. I can wait.” 

Phil's appreciative kiss was almost rev- 
erent. 

“All this beauty and brains. too,” he 
sighed. burying his face in my hair. 

Then we stopped talking politics. 

(n hour later, when I kissed him good- 
night, | knew that this was the beginning 
of my big chance for happiness. 

[ thought of Phil, reluctantly driving 
home. I felt sorry for him, smugly confi- 
dent that he hated to leave me. For just 
a moment, a feeling of guilt crossed my 
mind as I reflected that our affair was 
keeping him from his family so much. Oh, 
it wasn't Vick I was concerned about. I 
had nothing but the utmost contempt for a 
woman who had a wonderful man like Phil 
and was unable to keep his home life in- 
teresting enough to hold him. But, several 
times. I had caught glimpses of Phil. Jr. 
and little Stevie. or seen their darling little 
pictures in newspapers. What I wouldn't 
give to brag a husband like Phil and two 
utterly charming little boys like that. I 
was sure that Vick had the same lack of 
understanding of them that was obvious 
in her relationship with her husband. There 
were moments of sadness in Phil’s eyes, at 
times. I knew that he was thinking of his 
boys. condemning himself because he saw 
them a lot less than a devoted father 
should. They had the best of everything 
in toys and clothes, but these things 
couldn’t make up for love and attention. 
Maybe, by some miracle, when I took Phil 
away from Vick completely. we would be 
able to keep one or even both of the boys. 
We'd be an example of the perfect parents. 
With such visions in my mind, I dropped 
off into a delicious sleep. 

The next morning Phil phoned. There 
was a quiet rage in his voice as he de- 
scribed to me how Vick had received the 
news of his nomination. She had been 
watching a television show—one of those 
old vintage movies—when he walked into 
the large, carefully-furnished living room. 
He leaned down to kiss her lightly. 

“Hungry?” Vick had asked him. “I 
kept dinner warm for you.” 

Phil. too excited to be really hungry, had 
apologized for being late—he was con- 
stantly apologizing and. I concluded. Vick 
was too stupid to suspect a thing—had told 
her about the long conference downtown 
with Boss Cassidy and that he had been 
selected for the nomination. 

“Do you know what she said, Sara Lou?” 
Phil demanded from the other end of the 
phone. “She still had her eyes glued on 
the TV. She said: ‘That’s all right. Phil, 
I'll get your dinner in just a second. This 
is really an exciting Western.” She hadn’t 
even heard what I[ said about the nomina- 
tion. darling, hadn’t even heard it. Then. 
when I repeated it. a little louder, she 
turned to me and commented lightly: ‘How 
nice, Phil. Do you want-coffee or milk with 
your dinner?*” 


Phil’s voice bristled with outrage. My 
heart beat excitedly as he continued talk- 
ing bitterly about Vick’s coolness, stupid- 
ity—or whatever you might choose to call 
it. It was very rare for Phil to say one 
word in criticism of Vick. After that first 
time, long ago, when he had confided in 
me that his home life with her was un- 
happy and incomplete, he had been a per- 
fect gentleman about it—never discussed 
her with me unfavorably. I consoled him, 
being scrupulously careful not to say a 
word against Vick. In fact, I made weak 


suggestions excusing her conduct. All the 
while, I was inwardly exulting. He’s real- 
ly getting fed up, I told myself. It won’t 


be long now. I'll take over soon. 

Phil’s voice on the phone was resigned 
now. Then a bright, lover-like note leaped 
into it. 

“You know what, hon?” he said with 
boylike eagerness, “I had a wonderful 
dream last night. Guess what?” 

I waited hopefully. Suppose his dream 
had been the same as mine—of our future 
together. 

“I dreamed I was in Washington, D. C. 
—a Congressman, darling. I dreamed I 
was the master of a fine, big home. There 
was a beautiful, gracious woman at my 
side. We were receiving guests—-the cream 
of Washington society. You know who 
the woman was, darling—you, of course.” 

“You darling, Phil,” I breathed raptur- 
ously. “You perfect darling.” 


HE NEXT few months were the most 

fascinating of my life. Phil and I had 
never been closer. Like a master of mar- 
ionettes operating a good-looking puppet, I 
ran Phil’s campaign from behind the 
scenes. He had a natural aptitude for poli- 
ticking. It intrigued him like golf, poker 
or tennis intrigue other men. He knew 
how to turn on the charm as easily as you 
turn on a water faucet. He knew how to 
kiss babies and show interest in people’s 
problems. He pulled all the stops in a 
political speech, waxing angry about 
wrongs done his people, pledging impas- 
sionedly to become a one-man crusader 
against civil rights crimes. He held meet- 
ings with the key workers in the ward, sug- 
gested ideas to the crack publicity men 
handling his campaign—ideas which made 
their mouths drop open in amazement. He 
begged, cajoled and intimidated generous 
contributions to his political war chest. 
Phil stayed on the front page of the impor- 
tant local Negro weeklies by introducing 
every unorthodox trick in the bag into his 
crusade. 

That was what his campaign was—not a 
campaign, but a crusade. That was my 
idea. Together, we schemed and plotted 
to make out of him, not just another am- 
bitious man seeking office and glory, but a 
knight in shining armor, come to do battle 
for tired, disillusioned souls who gazed at 
him with enraptured eyes. Every impor- 
tant move he made was conceived, not at 
the ward clubhouse, nor in conference 


downtown, but in my exotic, tasteful apart- 
ment. 

There was only one basic disagreement 
between Phil and myself throughout the 
stimulating weeks of the campaign. Phil 
had the utmost contempt for his opponent. 
a popular minister. He had adopted the 
strategy of lashing Rev. Slade with scorn 
and sarcasm at every rally—without ever 
mentioning his name. He scoffed and 
sneered at the vigorous drive Slade was 
putting on to win an impossible fight. Phil’s 
attitude worried me. He seemed entirely 
too cocky about Slade. One night, after 
Phil had gone through a particularly gruel- 
ling round of speeches and appearances in 
the ward, I warned him about this. He 
was lying on the couch, stretching his tired 
legs, resting his throbbing head in my lap. 

“Tt’s all right for you to scorn Rev. Slade 
in public, darling.” I argued. “But what 
worries me is that you mean it. You've 
got to consider him as a serious opponent. 
You’ve got to recognize whatever he is do- 
ing to try to defeat you and checkmate his 
every move. You've got to think of him as 
a threat.” 

A frown creased Phil’s forehead. He 
said crossly: 

“Slade hasn’t got a chance and he knows 
ay 
The human male is a peculiar animal. 
He will depend on us for 99 decisions and 
opinions, many of which may be very minor 
and insignificant. Then, when it comes to 
something vital which may affect him im- 
mensely, he gets up on his hind legs, bel- 
lows stubbornly and refuses even to listen 
to reason. Phil had shown complete con- 
fidence in my every bit of advice with this 
one exception. Nothing I could say would 
make him change his attitude. 

“This is just a feminine quirk in you. 
Sara Lou,” he said almost superciliously. 
“Even the opposition newspapers are com- 
menting about the brilliance and skill of 
my campaign. Why, Boss Cassidy himself 
phoned today to congratulate me. Said I 
was doing a bang-up job, not only for my- 
self but for the ticket, citywide. Slade’s 
a huge joke.” 

Joke! Well, laugh this one off, brother, 
I mused almost maliciously one morning 
ten days before election when I saw my 
morning paper slide in under the door 
with a tremendous headline announcing 
that Rev. Slade had challenged: Phil to 
meet him in a public debate on Phil’s 
“moral fitness” to represent the voters of 
the ward. 

I got Phil on the line right away. 

“Morning, darling, I was going to call 
you in an hour or so,” Phil greeted me 
brightly. 

“Have you seen it—the newspaper?” | 
asked him. 

A hearty roar of laughter flooded back 
at me. I waited in amazement until Phil 
said: 

“That fool thinks I’m going to let him 
get some extra publicity by falling for that 
corny stunt.” (Continued on Page 56) 
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When Freddie, Bessie’s idol, turned out to be a common 


thief, she decided to end their romance. 


Then a miracle 


happened in her heart. 


w=, |X MONTHS ago, whenever I walked 
down the street in my neighborhood, 
eople stared at me, children pointed and 
ttle groups of neighbors spoke to me 
fily, then began whispering as soon as 
It’s pretty tough to 
e to take a lot of notoriety, to be 


had passed by. 


ited like you’re a criminal when you 
e actually done nothing wrong. 
But, even though I’m not a criminal, 
the eyes of society, the man I love is. 
| the reason I came in for all the 
es and the pointing is because six 
nths ago | made the headlines as the 
ithful wife of a common, low-down 
ief. The weekly press emblazoned in 
headlines what they considered the 
matic story of my decision to stick to 
man | love and to wait until he has 
| his debt to society. 
They thought it was a headline, but to 
it was the only thing I could have 


‘city. 


done. Just because a man makes a mis- 
take, there’s no reason why the woman 
who loves him should turn her back on 
him. Especially, if circumstances were 
the way they were in my romance with 
Freddie. It began back in those days 
when I became a lost soul in a strange 
city. 

It’s bad to be all alone in a strange 
It’s bad because when you're lone- 
some you can get into a lot of trouble. 

I was feeling pretty low that day when 
I stepped from the bumping East 30th 
Street bus into the drizzling rain and 
walked over to the other corner to get 
As I stood 
waiting for my transfer bus to come 
along, the fine cold rain began to chill 
me and I was overwhelmed in a great 


a bus going further uptown. 


wave of self-pity. 
Here I was all alone, hurrying home 
to a cheerless (Continued on Page 50) 
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Her family accused her of being just like her sinful Aunt 


Lue. They called her man-crazy, so Judy set out to prove 
they were right. 


. MUST HAVE been way past mid- 
night. All was quiet. Everyone was 
isleep except me. Outside my bedroom 
vindow, the moon’s half-light painted a 
ree in weird animation as its leaves 
istled in a gentle breeze. Yet, my mind 
ist wouldn’t hush! Almost in rhythm 
vith my heartbeats, it kept on pounding 
doubts, doubts, doubts. It wouldn’t 
‘t me be happy in the knowledge that 
fommy had asked me to marry him, that 
| had.said “yes,” and that we were to 
e married in three weeks. It wouldn’t 
t me blot out those doubts with sleep. 
How I wanted to go to sleep! I almost 
rayed for it, not because I was physical- 
tired, but because I had a problem 
nat | couldn’t solve. A very personal 
»blem. The more I wrestled with it, 
he more afraid I became. I was afraid 
iat all my years of sheltered living, un- 
ler the dominance of zealous parents 


relatives, had robbed me of 


nd nosy 


the capacity to be a good wife. I was 
afraid that one day—or night—I might 
succumb to what they believed was an in- 
herited weakness for men, all men. [| 
was afraid that I might reflect the curse 
under which I was born; that I might 
live in the image of shame. 

I desperately wanted sleep to come and 
ease my fear, turn the switch on my 
mind—shut it off! But, sleep was not to 
come. I lay in bed, miserable, tortured, 
reviewing the agonies of my life and 
wondering just why Fate had picked me, 
just a lonely farm girl, as the butt of its 
diabolical joke. 

For a few short months before that 
night, I had been supremely happy. My 
past life and its anguish, I thought, were 
all behind me—as far as Los Angeles 
was from the Tennessee acres on which 
I was born and lived 19 unkissed years. 
But, it wasn’t so. I still faced the eter- 
nal bar to happiness that haunted me 





ever since my early teens. It was then 
that my family discovered my strong re 
semblance to Aunt Lue—the one every: 
one scorned—and decided to save me 
forevermore from sin! 

I first learned about my curse one day 
after I returned home from school and 
heard the family discussing me. I was 
15—shy and very plain, the youngest of 
four sisters. We lived on Daddy’s farm, 
about 10 miles outside Memphis. There 
wasn’t much money in the family, but 
the income from Daddy’s livestock and 
produce enabled us to live well enough. 
My sisters either were married or away 
at college. 

Girls seemed to run on Mother’s side 
of the family. I had four aunts—and 
every one of them, excepting Aunt Lue, 
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lived on farms near ours. 


| looked up one of them was at our 
house, either chatting or helping Mother 
clean up, can vegetables, and sew. So, 


I thought nothing of it when I heard 
their voices that day after school—until 
my name was mentioned. 

I had gone in through the back door. 
asusual. (I used the back door because 
Mother most often was in the kitchen, 
working.) . Not finding her there, I start- 
ed to call out that I was home from 
school when I heard Aunt Bess (she was 
the fat one) say: 

“Honestly. every time | see that child, 
Judy, it frightens me. She walks like 
Lue, acts like Lue. and looks just like 
That’s 


But, as it turned 


Lue—slow and dumb looking. 


just the wav Lue was. 


Every time 
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After all of Ma- 
ma’s rules and watching, she turned out 
little trickster. She brought 
shame on the family. We finally lived 
it down and most people have forgotten 


out, she wasn’t dumb. 


to be a 


it. But, Angie (that was my mother), 
if you let Judy repeat Lue’s mistake, peo- 
ple won’t forget it. This family just can’t 
stand another scandal!” 

I wanted to see their faces, so | 
crouched low in the kitchen and looked 
through the slightly-cracked door, on 
through the dining room, and into the 
living room where they sat. 

Mother’s voice rose in anger. “She’s 
my child, you know. What do you ex- 
pect me to do, put her in a cage?” 

Aunt 
with her sharp voice. “No, you can’t put 


Minnie. tall and stern, cut in 


y eyes. Suddenly I knew the digzying 
e of—the sin-impelling curse Ijhad inherited, 


her in a cage, but you can put her in a 
private school—a school for girls only— 
until she’s grown. It’s for her own good. 
I'd gladly pay half of the expense, just 
to save the family embarrassment. Bess 
is right, Angie, we just couldn’t stand 
another scandal. We'd have to leave the 
county.” 

Aunt Dottie, the scholarly one, said in 
her quiet, little voice: “Just a minute. 
Minnie; money won't solve this problem. 
Judy should have something to say about 
this, even if she is a child. Maybe she 
won't want to leave home.” 

“So what!” Aunt 
“Send her away, whether she likes it or 


Minnie cracked. 
not!” 

| thought Mother would explode. but 
she asked Minnie 


Aunt pointedly : 
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“Would you send one of your children 
away to a strange place if the child 
didn’t want to go?” 

Aunt Minnie put her hands on her 
hips and shouted: “I’d send them all 
away if they were that much like Lue!” 

“Minnie Miller,’ Mother shouted 
back, “don’t forget that Lue Duncan is 
still your sister—some day she might 
have to take you in!” 

“She’s no sister of mine,” Aunt Min- 
nie declared haughtily, “and I wouldn’t 
set foot in her house for love or money!” 

They were so determined to get rid of 
me—just because I looked like Aunt Lue. 
Suppose they convinced Mother? The 
thought of going away scared me silly. 


Lue, always searching for signs that 
would tell them I was man-crazy like they 
said she was. At times, their eyes all 
but undressed me—roving my prema- 
turely-developed body until I wanted to 
hide them, measuring my slim waistline, 
and ogling my strong, shapely legs. 

It was my body they watched all the 
time. And, I knew why. At school, the 
boys said I was “sexy.” I had heard 
one of them say, “Man, her face ain't 
much to look at—but, what a classy 
chassis!” 

Looking back, I don’t understand how 
I managed to live the cloistered life I 
did. I never had a real boyfriend. | 
never went on dates. No one ever kissed 


There was a curse on Judy. She was voluptuous and pas- 
Sionate and she was “‘supposed” to turn out bad. When a 
fresh. clean love came her way, she didn’t know whether 
worthy of it. 


she could be 


| left the kitchen to keep from crying out 
loud, walked out into the back yard, out 
by the big, red barn, on through the 
cloddy corn fields, to the woods. Sup- 
pose Mother sent me away? I kept ask- 
ing myself: What would I do? What 
could | do? I sat down on a stump in 
the woods, worried and crying, until al- 
most dark. Then, still frightened, I 
slowly walked back to the house. 

Mother was cooking supper when I 
entered the kitchen. 

“| saw your books here in the kitch- 
en,” she said. “Where did you go?” 

“Just for a walk,” I told her weakly. 

She looked worried, but she smiled at 
me. 

I knew she wouldn’t send me away. | 
rushed to her, kissed her on the cheek, 
tears of gratitude rolling down my face. 
She hugged me close and asked: 

“What’s the matter, Judy?” 

“Nothing, Mother,” I said, trying to 
smile through my tears. 

| think she knew I had heard what my 
aunts said, but she didn’t mention it. 
Maybe she was afraid it would make me 
cry again. 

As time passed, | gradually got over 
the fear I would be sent to a private 
school. But, I was never again close to 
any of my aunts. I disliked them heart- 
ily: I hated the way they followed me 
with their eyes every time they came to 
our house, which was often; I hated the 
way they always compared me to Aunt 


34 


me. Although the boys would stand off 
and glue their eyes on my figure, they 
seemed to know that I was supposed to 
be left alone. At home, Mother and 
Daddy did their best to keep me happy. 
But life was nothing but school, work on 
the farm in the summer, and church 
every Sunday. When I was 17, I joined 
the church choir. I liked that. I found 
emotional release in singing the spirit- 
uals, and choir practice gave me an ex- 
cuse to be out at night once every week. 
But, Daddy always came for me in our 
old jalopy. 

When I was 18 and a senior in high 
school, my only living grandmother 
(Mother’s mother) came to stay with us. 
She had been living with Aunt Bess, but 
her husband said he was tired of sup- 
porting the “old lady,” so to solve an- 
other family problem, Mother and Daddy 
decided to take her in. The other aunts 
said they would contribute to her sup- 
port. Grandmother was nice, at times, 
but she persisted in lecturing to me about 
the evils of life. I wanted to be nice to 
her, especially since she had trouble see- 
ing, but she forced me to shun her as 
much as possible. I just couldn’t stand 
any more lectures. 

I made good grades that last year in 
high school, better than I had ever made 
before. I guess it was mainly because 
I wanted to go away to college—or some 
place. Things had changed since I was 
15; I could feel them happening to me 


inside. I was growing up. But, on the 
outside, I was still a big, plain, country 
girl. My mother always bought dresses 
for me that were too large. I guess she 
was trying to hide my figure from the 
boys. She bought me unattractive flat 
shoes. I heard boys compliment the oth- 
er girls when they looked nice, but no 
one ever said those things about me. The 
only compliments I got smacked of left- 
handed envy. I wore my hair in a shoul- 
der bob and my skin was creamy brown, 
The girls envied my long, pretty hair and 
my soft, clear skin. 

The school year passed quickly. Spring 
came in a burst of sunlight and cheery 
bird-songs. Then came April, with light 
showers that brought out the grass in all 
of its beautiful greenness and made Dad- 
dy happy because it meant the vegetables 
would grow good and big. Then. May— 
warm and clean. And commencement. 
At last, the end of high school! 


S COMMENCEMENT neared, we 
seniors became the envy of all the 
other students at our ramshackle, county 
school. We—that is, the ones who knew 
about such things—planned little social 
affairs, gaily talked of the life ahead (as 
if we were really somebodies) , and won- 
dered what we would be doing a year 
from then. 

Mother and Daddy had a little prob- 
lem because of my impending gradu. 
ation. For one thing, they knew they had 
to dress me up like the other kids, or 
else I would be terribly conspicuous and 
the butt of cruel jokes. And, there was 
the commencement dance. Should I be 
allowed to go? If so, should I be chap- 
And, what boy was going to 
ask me? All of it came out, piece by 
piece, as I talked to Mother, Grandmoth- 
er, and Daddy. I decided that Daddy 
was my best bet, if 1 was going to have 
fun during commencement. So, one 
afternoon, | caught him while he was 
currying the horses and said: 

“Daddy, I want you to do me a favor.” 

He stood up from the horse he was 
working on and looked down at me from 
his six-foot height (Daddy weighed al- 
most 250 pounds). There was a ques 
tion in his eyes. He put it into words: 

“What is it, Judy?” 

“Well,” I stumbled, suddenly afraid 
that he would turn me down, “all the 
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other kids are getting ready for com }™ 


mencement. They’re getting nice things. 
A group of (Continued on Page 69) 
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For June Brides 


Ast THE bridegroom-to-be pops the question, there are 
a lot of questions in the mind of the bride-to-be. Dedi- 
cated to June brides everywhere—to their problems and re- 
quirements—are the following pages which offer modern, sensi- 
ble suggestions in trousseau, receptions, dinnerware and per- 
sonal preparation, Gown by Pandora. 
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Planning 


For the 
Wedding 


priateming FOR a wedding has a 

glory and glamor which becomes one 
of the bride’s most cherished memories. 
Among the most important items on the 
agenda are preparation of invitations and 
dos and don’ts about showers. 

Whether the wedding is to be large or 
small, there are those who should re- 
ceive invitations or announcements. In- 
vitations are sent by the parents of the 
bride, however, in making up the invita- 
tion list, cooperation of both families is 
required. Separate lists should be made, 
then combined, duplicates removed and 
the list reduced to the desired number. 

If the wedding is to be small, verbal 
invitation or a short note from the bride 
or her mother will be adequate. If the 
bride’s mother is not living, the father 
may wish to invite the guests. If he too 
is deceased, a near relative, guardian or 
a friend may wish to issue the invita- 
tions. If the wedding is to take place 
very quietly away from home and there 
is no one to take the place of a member 
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of the family, the bride may invite all 
her own guests by note or telephone. 
Simplicity in invitations is always in 
the best of taste. If the wedding is large 
enough for the issuing of engraved in- 
vitations, it is wise to order them at least 
two months in advance, since they 
should be addressed and mailed three 
weeks before the wedding. The en- 
graved invitation may be diversified in 
purpose, but its form is essentially rigid. 


‘There is no more formal occasion than a 


wedding. Thus invitations and an- 
nouncements should follow an undeviat- 
ing formality. Invitations require the 
most formal wording. No liberties may 
be taken with them. 

Invitations should be addressed by 
the bride, her family or friends. But 
this job should be done very carefully. 
Anyone who does not write plainly 
should not be asked to help with the task. 
All wedding invitations and announce- 


ments should be sent by first class mail, 


Simple engraved invitation o1 

announcement is always a sign 

of elegance and good taste, and 

prerequisite to a smart wed- 
ding. 


so that they may be forwarded if neces- 
sary. 
As vital as procuring suitable invita- 
tions is the proper conduct of showers. 
Once the date is set, showers and a 
round of parties are inevitable. Friends 
should consult the bride-to-be about 
showers so there will be no duplications 
in dates and guest lists. It is unfair to 
tax the same friends with two or three 
showers. Try to find out what the bride 
really wants and make the shower a use- 
ful one. It may be given in the form of 
a luncheon, bridge party, tea or supper. 
There are a number of types of showers. 
—linen, lingerie, stocking, handkerchief, 
china, kitchen, book, canned goods. 
Showers are usually given by close 
friends of the bride. Only friends should 
be invited, with the understanding that 
the gifts are to be small and inexpensive. 
Invitations to a shower may be tele- 
phoned. Informal notes may be writ- 
ten, or visiting cards may be used. 
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Bride’s shower table should be something special, can be made by the girls giving shower. Shown here is wedding ring setting by 
Dennison’s with entire table set in paper. Nose-gay plates and favors are all handmade. 


Well-planned linen shower gives bride napkins, tablecloths, 
dishtowels, sheets, pillowcases, handtowels and Irish linen. 


Practical, inexpensive glassware shower with water pitchers, cake | 
plates, cups, and saucers are appropriate gifts. 











The 


Bride’s 


| Trousseau 


ress of pearl grey silk taffeta shantung 





; tiny jet buttons, patent leather belt. 
ide, lacy, black shantung straw hat is 


Connell 


creation. Dress 
under $15. 


is $25, hat 


Black and white cotton dress by Henry Rosenfeld calls for fluffy petticoats. Puffed 
sleeves, bow tie, tiny crystal buttons on bodice add quaint touch. Smart white “ruff’ 
straw hat is trimmed in white flowers. Dress. is priced at $14.95. 


HE BRIDE’S trousseau contains her 
personal clothes and wearing apparel, 
bed and bath linens, dining and table 
linens. All girls like beautiful trous- 
seaux, since the clothes and linens which 
they take to their husbands are symbols 
of good taste. They are luxuries which 
the couple may not be able to afford 
during their early married life. Some 
things should be selected for glamour, 
others for sturdy, practical wear. 
Plan accessories carefully so they will 
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accent suits and dresses and give them 
the feminine flare. 

In choosing these personal items for 
the trousseau, the bride can indulge in 
all the beautiful things she has dreamed — 
of, but it is wise to remember to use the 
head as well as the heart, and not to buy 
too much. Of course some of the lin- 
gerie should be selected for intrigue and 
the rest for the practical hard wear of 
the months ahead. Use common sense 
in buying. 











Cotton batiste ensemble designed by Dora Gottlieb has fitted gown, Wearing eyelet camisole, crinoline petticoat with eyelet em- 
surplice-style molded bodice. Matching peignoir is lavishly trimmed broidery ruffles, bride is ready to pack her pretty cotton undies. 
in eyelet embroidery, French Val lace. Set costs $10.98. Petticoats cost from $3.95 to $7.95. 


Skirt of travel suit worn over print dress 

creates two-in-one outfit. Top of dress is 

worn off shoulder for dress wear. Perfect 
for daytime, dress is priced at $14.95 





Bride’s traveling suit is sheer black wool, 
with permanently pleated skirt. Nipped-in 
Made of black and white tablecloth jacket has soft shawl collar with large 
checked cotton, bride’s playtime outfit has silver buttons. Price is $49.95. 
full circular skirt, is worn with white 
criskay, eyelet embroidered bra. Outfit is 
by Sally Togs. Skirt is $2.98, bra, $1.59. 














Dishes and Silver 


EARS AGO a bride’s dinnerware 
was restricted to a single set which 
was costly and included pieces that were 
never taken from the shelf. Today a 
bride-to-be can select dinnerware from a 
large range of shapes, sizes and patterns 
that would make great-grandmother’s 
head spin. 
“China” is a term often used to in- 
clude every dish in the pantry. Actually 
there are two great classes of dinnerware 


—china and earthenware. Good china 
is fine, translucent and superior to earth- 
enware. With reasonable care, it grows 
lovelier even through a lifetime of use. 

In selecting a pattern, one should he 
guided by the decor of the dining room, 
the manner of living and amount of en- 
tertaining anticipated. China and flat. 
ware are more closely related than any 
other table accessories. It is important 
that they complement each other. 


Fine quality glassware with service plates of clear crystal with leaj 





Fine china pattern, “Roselyn,” created by Lenox, made in 
.odern coupe shape, is creamy, translucent and features single 


pink rose. Price is $21.25 for 5-piece place setting. 


Practical dishes in ultra-modern trend, both in color and de- 
gn in new and different pattern of Vernon ware are called 
“California Heritage.” 


design in white motif is low-priced and of fine quality. It is beautiful 
and within low budget reach. 


“Stardust” is smart new pattern by Libby, best for serving country 
meals. Made with safe-edge rims to protect against chipping, 
glassware is practical, beautiful. 
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lew “Romance” pattern has been designed 
y Holmes & Edwards, adds elegance to all 
table settings. 


t 


Uj 


ling silver place setting by Oneida, can 
thosen in patterns to match any setting. 


~ 


ble set for first dinner party with finest 

and china, is every bride’s dream. 

tiscan’s “Encanto” design has black 
service plates. 














Bride should apply eye makeup carefully. Shape of eyebrows should be kept in harmony 
with shape of the face. Color of mascara should be selected, applied carefully to blend 
in, give a natural look. Use of excessive makeup is unforgivable. 
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a 
Massage, clean face and neck well with 


Perfume plays important part in beauty 
routine. Decide on the favorite odor, apply 
soap, cologne, and dusting powder. 


12 


up are applied. Don’t rush treatment. 





good cream before powder base and make- 


Beauty |; 
And 


The Bride 


EEKS BEFORE the wedding dat 

the wise bride-to-be will give extn 
attention to her appearance, since it js 
an age-old tradition that all brides ar 
beautiful. 
No beauty treatment is correct with 
out the use of soap and water and de 
odorants. These should be first on th 
list of toilet articles. There are son 
basic rules which will help the bride 
be all she desires on her big day. 
First, wash the skin with soap an 
water and dry thoroughly. A _ milk 
cleanser is helpful for this basic job, 
Whether the skin is oily or dry, it works 
Massage the cleanser into 








wonders. 
skin, then wipe off. 

Next, a skin freshener should be patted 
on the clean skin with cotton. Always 
use upward strokes in cleansing the face 

When face is fresh and clean, appl 
liquid foundation. This will help keepf } 
makeup fresh for the whole day. ‘ 

Next, with cotton, apply the soft fir 
ishing touch to the face with powder. \ 
Always match the powder shade to four 
dation makeup. After 
dried 
net, f 
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Lips are prettiest when correctly prop 
tioned to size, outline of face. Brush giv'§ Morni 
best results, makes the lipstick look new or ha 
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Visit hairdresser day before wedding. Re- 
lax, have the scalp massaged, hair washed. 
Don’t forget u manicure. 


mr 
pay 
. 





\ » / 
After hair has been thoroughly washed, 
dried, it should be pin curled, put up in 
net, to be combed out, brushed and set. 
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Morning of the wedding, go to shop early 
or have beautician come in to comb, set 
hair, finish makeup. 








YOU CAN BE GLAMOROUS WITH CodcrceD™ 


HUMAN HAIRSTYLES — 


SEND ONLY $1.00 WITH ORDER — PAY BALANCE C.O.D... 
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$21°° ruite 


$]35° GIANT BRAID-PAGE BOY COMBO 
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CLUSTER OF CURLS 
CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, Inc 
10 STYLES IN 1 


“CHANGEABOUT” 
SWITCH 
SMALL 
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GIANT $9% 
Switch Styles 
Sent With Order 
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ORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
t Ga Seventh Ave. Dept. TC-44 
York 27, N. Y- é‘ 
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Bride previews reception table at home. Flatware and coffee service, called “Romance,” is by Holmes & Edwards. China is “Belvi- 
dere,” by Lenox. Cake is homemade with Swansdown recipe. Charming lace gown was designed by Pandora Frocks. 


Menus For The Wedding 


JLANNING A reception is not a hard task if it is well Reception Buffet Supper 
thought out in advance. It is good taste to plan what one Platters of Sliced Turkey and Virginia Ham 
» ilies alain iain wail m Gil ail Chicken, Pineapple and Almond Salad 
an afford, whether cake and coffee or champagne and caviar. Potato Salad with Equs end Watercress 
lime of day. number of guests and the place are all primary Jellied Vegetable Ring with Whipped Cream Dressing 
fo : 1 should be giv first considerati D tt Celery Olives Radishes 
factors and should be given first consideration. Do not try heseaned Mies ii 
to serve salads that are too fancy along with ice cream on Wedding Cake Wine or Fruit Punch 
‘ ; . Coffee or Tea 
paper plates. If the budget does not allow for the renting Mints es 
of dishes and hiring of extra help, plan some other menu 
hat can be served easily. in buffet style. Informal Wedding Reception 
Different rules of etiquette govern each wedding. But one Fresh Strawherry Champagne Punch 
an always be correct with cake. coffee or punch. Suggested \ssorted ~~ Face and Nor Sandwiches 
‘ . : Nuts sandy 
here are menus for plain and fancy weddings. Petits Fours or Wedding Cake 
\s in every other aspect of wedding arrangements. good ___ Lime and Pineapple Frappe Punch — 
2 ; é “er Open Face Walnut, Chive and Cream Cheese Sandwiches 
aste in reception menus dictates simplicity. Cake Coffee Nuts 
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Bride’s Cake Double Ring Cake 


i 

oO 

* ) Sift together 144 cups cake flour, 2 tsps. baking powder, % tsp. salt. Sift 2% cups Swansdown cake flour once, add 2 tsps. baking 
Chop in small pieces 14% cups candied cherries, % cup citron, 1% cups powder, % tsps. salt. Sift together 3 times. Cream 1 cup butter, 
White raisins, 144 cups blanched almonds; roll in % cup flour. Cream 1 add gradually 1% cups sugar. Cream together until light and 
‘cup margarine, 1 cup sugar, beating until light and fluffy. Add 5 eggs, fluffy. Add 3 unbeaten eggs; 1 unbeaten egg yolk and beat thor- 
one at a time, beating vigorously after each addition. Add sifted dry oughly. Add flour alternately with % cup milk, a small amount at 
ingredients, alternately with % cup pineapple juice, 1 tsp. almond ex- the time, beating smooth after each addition. Add 1 tsp. each of 
tract. Fold in floured fruits and nuts. Turn into greased 9-inch tube orange and almond extract, % cup chopped nuts. Turn into 


= lined with heavy waxed paper. Bake in oven 300° F. about 2 hours. greased, lightly floured, 9-inch tube pan. Bake in oven 375° F. 1 
I, frost with white frosting and decorate. hour. Cool, remove from pan. Repeat recipe for second cake. 
Place cakes side by side. Frost with butter cream frosting. 


Hors D’ Oeuvres 


Hors d’oeuvres of various assortments of 
sandwiches—open-faced or closed, plain or 
fancy—can be served. If one cannot afford a 
cateress, simplicity in filling and design are 
most important. Carrying out a color scheme 
for decorations can be most intriguing and add 
extra beauty to the decor. In addition to the 
traditional white, delicate pinks, greens, yel- 
lows and all pastels are appropriate. Cream 
cheese, tuna, shrimp and chicken are the most 
flexible fillings. Do not use harsh, loud food 
colorings and spoil simplicity of beauty. 


Double Wedding Ring 
Salad 


In keeping with double ring tradition, de- 
licious molded Jello salad graces table. Dis- 
solve 1 package lemon Jello in 1 cup hot 
water. Add 43 cup cold water, % tsp. vine- 
gar, 2 thsps. lemon juice, juice from 1 orange. 
Chill until slightly thickened. Fold in % tsp. 
grated lemon rind, 1 tsp. grated orange rind, 
| thsp. diced pimento, 3% cup diced avocado, 
if desired. Turn into a l-quart ring mold, 
chill until firm. Unmold on paper doily, gar- 
nish with water cress. To make double ring 
mold, prepare recipe twice. Cut through each 
mold once, interlock to form a double ring. 
Makes 10 to 12 servings. 











High 
Blood 


Pressure 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


{uthor of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


\ PERSON with high blood pressure 
lives under the sword of Damocles. 

He never knows but that tomorrow he 
ay suffer from a stroke. from heart 

On the other hand. 
is aware that people with high blood 


uilure, or uremia. 


ressure may live with their affliction for 
iny happy years. Factors that deter- 
ine an early or delayed death are en- 
rely unknown. It is quite certain that 
veople with extremely high blood pres- 
ures are less likely to survive than those 
ith moderately elevated pressures. 
High blood pressure is not a disease 
f itself but a symptom of at least sixteen 
ifferent diseases. This fact is only of 
1cademic interest to those who have hy- 
ertension because no matter what the 
asis of it is, the symptoms they suffer 
nd the threats to their lives come, for 
he most part, from the mechanical ef- 
ct of the extremely high pressure of the 
reulating blood rather’than the basic 
isease that leads to hypertension. 

While doctors know a great many 
icts about high blood pressure they are 
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Doctor uses instrument to determine state of patient’s blood pressure. 


frank in admitting that they do not know 
its fundamental cause. A great deal of 
research work is being done on the sub- 
ject and much progress has been made. 
There is no doubt that some day a com- 
plete understanding of the disease will 
be acquired and with that will come a 
way of preventing and even curing it. 
Until that time comes the medical pro- 
fession is helpless, except in a most gen- 
eral way, in giving preventive advice and 
effective treatment. 

It is very easy to understand the main 
mechanical principle of high blood pres- 
sure. One has only to imagine a pump 
forcing water along a system of pipes. 
If the pump delivers a certain amount of 
water through large pipes, the water 
pressure is low. If the same amount of 
water is sent through small pipes the 
pressure is high. In a newly-built house 
the water pipes are clean and smooth, 
but after many years they become lined 
with rust and lime crusts and the open- 


If the 


pump is operating at the same force. the 


ing in them is greatly reduced. 


amount of water delivered through the 
narrowed pipes to the kitchen sink fau- 
cets is small. By increasing the size and 
efficiency of the pump the flow can be 
brought back to the original level. If 
the rust and scales continue to increase 
even a large pump cannot force enough 
water through the pipes to the kitchen 
faucet. Then one or all of three things 
will happen. The pump, even though a 
large one, is: put under such a strain to 
keep the water flowing that it breaks 
Perhaps the pipes, weakened by 
rust and scales, will be unable to stand 
the high pressure and will burst. An- 
other possibility is that the amount of 
water delivered through the sink faucet 
will be too small to carry on the usual 
chores of cooking and cleaning. 

This analogy can be applied to high 
blood pressure. The blood vessels of the 
body (the water pipes) become very nar- 
row and, in order to get the same amount 
of blood through them, the heart (the 
pump) must work harder and become 
larger. But the limit of the heart to com 


down. 
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pensate for the increased work is reached 
Jit breaks down. Cardiac failure re- 
ts. Often a blood vessel will burst 
der the terrific strain. This usually 
iecurs in the brain and a paralytic stroke 
results. Or the blood vessels become so 
narrow that not enough blood reaches the 
heart, kidneys, brain, and other organs 
to keep them functioning normally. 

This analogy, of course, is crude and 
over-simplified. For instance, doctors 
do not actually know which comes first, 
the increase in blood pressure or the nar- 
rowing of the arteries. Are narrowed 
arteries the cause or result of high blood 
pressure? In either case what is the 
SB actual cause? There have been many 
ed technical disputes over these 

estions. The consensus of the views 
f{ many scientists can be summarized as 
follows. 
| While there are many types of dis- 
es associated with high blood pres- 

re, most of them are rarities. The two 
types that account for most instances are 
known as renal hypertension and essen- 
hypertension, the latter being the 
pre common. 
Renal hypertension is associated with 
akidney disease known as glomerular 
nephritis. 


people. A person may have scarlet fever, 






It occurs more often in young 


a streptococcus sore throat, or some 
other acute infection that affects the kid- 


| the neys. The first effect is an acute nephri- 
fau- iis with some rise in blood pressure. A 
and person most often recovers without any 
n be severe permanent result, but the condi- 
‘ tion may become chronic and lead ulti- 
ease : 
vail mately to death either because of a se- 
shen | ous impairment of the kidney itself 
ings giving rise to uremia and dropsy, or 
my from high blood pressure. While renal 
~ hypertension, associated with chronic 
aie glomerular nephritis, does not occur as 


| by | often as the more common essential hy- 
and | Pertension it is by far the most distress- 
An- | 2g form. Its victims are complete in- 
t of valids, 

ucet The fact that a disease affecting the 
sual} kidneys gives rise to high blood pressure 
tas led scientists to the theory that a 
nigh [poisonous chemical is formed in the 
the J damaged kidneys. Diligent searches 
nal’ have been made for ‘this hypothetical 


yunt ° ° ° 
ubstance. One investigator claims to 


he ‘ ; 
e tave found it. He has prepared an anti- 
e : 
ome | etum treatment. (Continued on Page 62) 
om- 
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the things we liked and in our attitudes 
toward life (“I’d never marry a woman I 
didn’t love,” he said). Perhaps it was his 
outlook on life, plus his ambition, ‘that 
made him seem so different to me. He 
seemed to have his feet on the ground. 

“You know, Lorraine,” he said one night, 
“[ watch our people spending all their 
money in places that they don’t own or 
work in and sometimes it makes my blood 
boil. Even if you take the places where 
we get a few jobs, it’s not a pretty picture. 
For instance, the guys who own the store 
where I work got rich on the East Side. 
hut they live in Beverly Hills! Our money 
scoots right out of our neighborhood, never 
to return. I want to do something about 
that!” 

True, it was strange conversation for a 
couple sitting close to each other in a con- 
vertible with the moon out, and the Pacific 
Ocean shimmering peacefully in the fore- 
ground. But, we seemed to be a strange 
couple, gravitated toward each other be- 
cause of our concern for what we thought 
to be vital issues as much as by physical 
attraction. Bit by bit, I became sure that 
Johnny was the right guy for me: he didn’t 
try to change my ideas or ways. He listened 
as if he were enjoying himself as I told 
him about myself—that I was born in L.A.; 
how my mother died when I was three, 
virtually leaving me alone with Father 
since my brother and sister already were 
in their late teens; how Father tried to 
raise me properly, how I went to junior 
college for a couple of years, then quit to 
take a wartime, airplane factory job be- 
cause [ wanted to buy exquisite clothes for 
myself; I told him how I grew tired of that 
job and got a civil service clerk’s job with 
the city. Johnny said he liked a girl who 
was willing to go out on her own. 

Johnny was different, too, in that he 
wasn't quick to “proposition,” like some 
fellows I had known. He kept telling me 
that | was beautiful, charming, sweet, and 
so much fun to be with. But, no compli- 
ment he paid me, no gift he sent me ap- 
peared to be backed by an ulterior motive. 

About six months after I first met him, 
Johnny and I got “serious.” One night 
while we were parked in our favorite spot 
along the Pacific shore, he moved close to 
me and smiling, said: “Lorraine, I think 
I’m in love . . . with you.” 

I can hardly describe the feeling his 
words created inside me. It was like hav- 
ing a hunger you didn’t know was there 
satisfied. Johnny and I had been supply- 
ing each other with comradeship—like 
pals, we were. But, all the time something 


bigger was taking root in our hearts. He 
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was the first to recognize what it was. 

As I warmed inside, my heart beating 
faster, I suddenly knew— 

“T love you, too, Johnny.” 

“How much do you love me?” he asked. 

That question left me momentarily with- 
out an answer. Then I remembered some- 
thing: “When I was a little girl, Father 
used to sit me in his lap and ask that ques- 
tion. I would hit him playfully and say, 
‘This much!’ ” 

Like I said, Johnny never seemed to 
think anything I said or did was odd. As 
if the kiddish game appealed to him, he 
said: “Hit me and let me know how much 
you love me.” 

I balled up my 
grabbed it. 

“No—No. Not like that. 
thumb under.” 

He showed me how to make a fist—and 
I hit him, in the chest. 

“Ummmmm,” John said. “That much!” 

I guess it dawned on him, as it did on 
me, that we most certainly weren’t the 
typical lovebirds, for he assured me: “Lor- 
raine, I mean it: I’m crazy about you!” 

I felt the fire of my love burning like a 
torch. I wanted him to kiss me, softly at 
first; then, definitely, passionately as if 
this were to be my last kiss before a life- 
long famine from love-making. I wanted 
to thrill as I had never thrilled before; to 
feel chills running up and down my spine, 
to feel a tingle in my toes. I felt an inner 
urge to hug Johnny and cling even more 
tightly to him, to melt completely, to get 
lost in his embrace. 

I edged closer to him, placing my lips 
within a short movement of his. It was 
almost as if I dared him to kiss me. 

But, he was not to be moved by my emo- 
tions. Anyway, he destroyed the moment 
when he said, “Well, I guess we had bet- 
ter be getting back to town.” 

Don’t ask me how I could fall in love 
with a guy like that. I don’t know. May- 
be I was impressed by his “character.” As 
I say, perhaps it was his “difference” from 
other guys. It could be that I, too, was 
immature, a square. All I know is this: I 
was unmistakably in love with him. When 
he proposed, not long after that night, | 
accepted. 

But, Father wasn’t keen on the idea of 
my marrying Johnny. I found that out for 
sure when we talked about it at home. 


little fist—and he 


Tuck the 


66 E SEEMS to be nice.” Father said. 
“He sounds ambitious; perhaps ma- 
ture beyond his years. Somehow. though, 
I get the idea that he is just a bit ‘too 
good,’ too serious for a fellow of his age. 
Are you sure you know enough about 
him?” 
“What do you mean, Father?” I asked. 
He thought for a moment. “Oh, Lor- 
raine, I can’t say exactly. I just like to 
see young people have fun. Johnny doesn’t 
seem interested in having much fun. Ever 
notice that all he talks about is business, 
the race problem, getting ahead?” 








“We think alike on_ those thing 
Father—” 

“But.” he asked, “is that enough to buj 
a marriage on?” 

I wasn’t to be discouraged. “Father” 
I said, “you must remember that the arm 
upset Johnny’s life, took some of his bey 
years—" 

Father shrugged. “Yes,” he said. “thy 
is something I should consider. War som 
times makes a man serious—it’s serio, 
business.” He paused, then went on. 

“Tf you love Johnny.” he concluded, “by 
all means, marry him!” 

Three months later, we were married y 
my home by the minister of our church, | 
was just a small affair with Father, Nell 
Jack, an ex-GI buddy of Johnny’s, and, 
few of my cronies in attendance. It was, 
great day for me; everybody said I was 
“simply gorgeous” in my white, French. 
lace wedding gown. This was the day| 
had lived for-—a prelude to the happiness 
I had dreamed of. We had a small recep 
tion afterwards. There weren’t too many 
gifts, but those we got were beautiful, 
Johnny gave me a diamond-studded wrist. 
watch. I felt a bit odd when he put it on, 
How could he afford it? 

It was only a fleeting thought, which | 
forgot all about as we drove to Lake Eki. 
nore, a little resort town about 80 mile 
from L.A.. for our brief honeymoon. 

We had five days at Elsinore. They 
weren't unpleasant, really, and when we 
left for L.A., my spirits were high. I wa 
going to begin housekeeping. if only in on 
room of Mrs. Johnson’s West 29th Stree 
home. 

The house was dark when we arrived, » 
I didn’t meet our landlady until the next 
morning. She was a broad, beaming per 
son who owned a beauty shop. She told 
us that she would be away much of the 
time and that “you should just make your 
self at home. Anything you want. let me 
know—” 

For a while. everything went smoothly, 
if not perfectly. Johnny was considerate, 
especially when he didn’t squawk about 
the poor meals I was giving him. Although 
I knew the steaks were too tough, the 
chickens too crisp, the eggs too dry, and 
the biscuits more like bricks—that’s the 
truth!—he somehow managed to crall 
them down his throat and come up smiling. 
| liked him for that—because I really 
couldn’t cook at all. 

Soon after we moved into Mrs. John 
son’s, Johnny’s new school term began, and 
that left me alone a great deal. He would 
rush in from his market job. eat. and rush 
to night classes. When he came back, he 
either was tired or had to study. If he 
was tired, he’d drop right off to sleep, thea 
get up early to study before going to work. 

At first. I was able to put up with his 
rigid schedule, telling myself that it we 
all for helping us to get ahead. But, # 
days passed and Johnny gave me littl 
more than fleeting kisses and occasional 
hugs. my innate hunger for emotional sa 
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jsfaction and companionship got the better 
of me. I tried to be sweet to Johnny, to 
swindle him into thinking more of me by 
dressing in daring, tempting clothes. But, 
Johnny hardly ever noticed. 

Maybe I was jealous of his interest in 
schoolwork. Anyway, I started to nag him 
—and he became irritable. One night | 
said: 

“Johnny, let’s go to a movie.” 

“T’d like to,” he said, “but, ’'m behind 
in my studies. I just can’t.” 

“But, Johnny,” I told him, “you don’i 
have any time for me. I’m just here all 
alone. both when you're gone and when 
you're home.” 

“I can’t—” he began, then switched: 
“Just go along with me for a while, won’t 
you, Lorraine? Things won't be this way 
always—” ; 

“But, Johnny—” 

He turned from his little desk and said, 
“Lorraine—I’ve got to get my _ studies 
done!” 

“Are they more important than a bit of 
happiness for me?” I asked. 

“Well,” he said, “that’s not the point—” 

“What is the point?” I asked. 

“Aw, Lorraine,” he said, “why make an 
issue? You know that if I’m to get ahead, 
Ive got to improve myself, mentally as 
well as financially. If I was a rich boy, I 
wouldn’t have to work days and go to 
school nights—” 

“I want you to get ahead, Johnny,” I 
said. “But, all work and no play makes 
Jack a dull boy. Don’t you even have the 
urge to kiss me? You used to say I was 
beautiful—but you ignore me all the time.” 

“Business comes before pleasure, Lor- 
raine,”” he said flatly. “Now, let me study, 
willya?” 

I shut up that night. But, two nights 
later, while he was studying, I sidled up 
tohim and sat down on his knee. Gently, 
I closed his book, turned his head, and 
kissed him flush on his lips. He returned 
the kiss, casually, and said, “You're sweet, 
Lorraine,” then gently pushed me up and 
went back to his books. I was furious. 

I screamed: “If you were a normal man 
with blood in your veins instead of ice, 
you'd come to life once in a while.” 

“Aw, baby. don’t bother me, huh?” John- 
ny said, calmly. “I’ve got something im- 
portant to do, and I’m going to do it!” 

“Well, Johnny,” I shot at him, “remem- 
ber, there are men who would give a lot 
to be in your shoes—” 

“Why didn’t you marry one of them?” 
he shot back at me. 

“Because I thought I loved you.” 

“You. thought, huh?” he snarled. “I 
suppose now you don’t. You want out?” 

It seemed that I was always leading my- 
self into a trap. The truth was that I 
didn’t quite have the nerve to quit Johnny, 
nor did I have what it took to be bad. Call 
it conscience, my upbringing, or what you 
want—but while I often thought of going 
out in search of thrills, those days and 


nights when Johnny forced me to live alone, 
I never could bring myself to even think 
of cheating. 

About four months after we married— 
near Christmas time—TI decided that it 
might help if I got a job. Frankly, Father 
had spoiled me and even though I worked 
in the war-plant and for civil service, | 
never liked it. Yet, I figured that by work- 
ing I could at least turn Johnny’s interest 
more my way. I would be able to help out 
with the bills and earn more appreciation 
from him. 

But, the morning I had pjanned to go 
out and seek employment, I suddenly be- 
came ill. I was nauseated, a bit faint. 
Maybe it was something I had eaten, I 
thought as I went up to the room to lie 
down. After a while, the feeling passed 
and I was all right. But, the next morn- 
ing, I felt the same. I took a home rem- 
edy for upset stomach and felt better. 

When it happened again, Mrs. Johnson 
was home. She asked what the trouble 
was and I told her that I had been mo- 
mentarily ill for three straight mornings. 
With the wiseness that comes with middle 
age, she looked me over. then smiled. 

“Wonderful!” she said, “just wonder- 
ful!” 

“What’s so wonderful about being sick?” 
I asked puzzled. 

“Oh, didn’t you realize it?” she laughed. 
“You're pregnant!” 

“Pregnant? Oh, God!” 

Her smile became a frown. “Aren’t you 
glad?” she asked. “Don’t you want chil- 
dren?” 

“Sure, I love children,” I said faintly. 
“T—I ... well, I just hadn’t- 

“Well, that’s what it is,” she said. “I 
know the symptoms. Better see a doc- 
tor—” 

I went to our room and sat down to 
think. A baby! What would Johnny think 
of that? 

I could hardly wait for Johnny to come 
home; I was positive he would be happy. 
Maybe the baby would help us weld our 
marriage closer. 

I was sitting on the steps stairs, near the 
front door, waiting for him when Johnny 
came up. I opened the door as he stepped 
on the porch. 

“Hi, Johnny—” 

“Hello, Lorraine,” he said wearily. “Sup- 
per ready?” 

My spirits fell a notch—I had forgotten 
all about supper! 

““I[—” | began tentatively, hoping that he 
wouldn’t be angry, not this day. “No—it 
isn’t quite ready yet. [—” 

He frowned disapprovingly. “You know 
I’ve got a class tonight—” 

“Yes, I know,” I said. “I would have 
had it ready, but . . . something came up 
and I forgot it—” 

“What came up?” he asked. 

I had to tell him then. “Let’s go sit in 
the living room,” I said. “It’s a surprise.” 

The mystery of it all dislodged his frown. 
I was glad. When we were seated on the 





living room sofa, I looked into his face 
again. I had him on the hook for once. 
Every inch of his face was a riddle. I en- 
joyed the moment immensely. 

“Okay,” he said. “What is it?” 

As casually as I could make it sound, I 
said: “We're going to have a . . . baby.” 

His mouth worked, but nothing came out. 
He was startled out of his wits. But, I ob- 
served as my heart sank, there was no 
flash of joy. Finally, he asked, “Are you 
sure?” 

“Just as sure as I can be,” I said slowly. 

“Well,” he said, sighing, “that’s a hell- 
of a note. All we need to make life un- 
bearably complicated is a baby!” 

“But, I—I—” I was sick. I tried to get 
my words together. “I thought you would 
be happy,” I said, “proud to know that 
there’s going to be a little Dillworth.” 

“A little Dillworth,” Johnny said, “is 
just what I can’t afford right now. I’ve 
got to work and study—get ahead. How 
can I when there’s another mouth to feed? 
How can I rest when a baby’s crying all 
over the place at night? How... oh, 
what the hell! I guess I’m life’s pet foot- 
ball!” 

Every word he said struck me like a 
sharp knife, wrenched inside and cut me 
*til my heart bled. How miserable could 
aman be? Yet, I wanted him to want the 
baby, so much. 

I started to cry, and that infuriated him. 

“Cut out that crying, willya?” he shout- 
ed, getting up. “You know I -don’t know 
what to do when a woman cries. If you 
want me to say I’m sorry, I'll say it—” 

“It’s no use saying it.” I told him be- 
tween sobs. 

He stood there a moment, as if bewil- 
dered, then went upstairs. 

As the months wore on, Johnny said 
little about the baby’s coming, but at least 
he tolerated the idea. I wasn’t happy, nor 
contented, but my ever-optimistic mind 
reached for another straw. Maybe when 
he sees the baby, I told myself, he'll act 
differently. I was grateful, felt rewarded, 
late in my pregnancy when he seemed 
more considerate of my condition, catered 
to a few of my whims, and gave me money 
to buy some baby clothes. 

The doctor said the baby would come 
the last of September, give or take two 
weeks. I prayed the baby would be healthy 
and normal. 

Then, about five o’clock one morning, I 
felt a sharp, cramping pain. Excitedly, I 
awoke Johnny. 

“It’s here, Johnny! Call the hospital.” 

He got up, called, then dressed hurried- 
ly. As the pains recurred at regular in- 
tervals, I became frightened. Could I live 
through it? Suppose something were 
wrong with the baby? Suppose— 


“Johnny, I’m scared—” 

I was surprised when he caressed me 
tenderly, comfortingly. “Don’t be scared,” 
he said. 
right.” 

It was daybreak (Continued on Page 60) 
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room in the shanty section of the Central 
Area. I had been so excited when I first 
came to Cleveland. Cleveland was supposed 
to have been the start of a wonderful new 
life for me. No more muddy roads and 
cowpaths. No more cabin life off the high- 
way. No more laundry work in the steam- 
ing kitchen off Mrs. Ansley’s house where 
Mama had cooked. All that was behind me. 

When Mama died, I saved my dimes and 
nickels until I had enough to head North. 
I had run out of money in Cincinnati and 
stopped there long enough to work in a 
laundry and get more money to go on. I 
would have stayed there but Cincinnati was 
still too much a part of the Southern pat- 
tern. Sure, the streets were paved. There 
were homes—some of them real nice—but 
not where I had to live. And everyone was 
just like me it seemed. Just up frem the 
South, no education, no dreams! There 
must be another side to such a big indus- 
trial town but the side I saw of it sent me 
traveling on as fast as I could. 

After two weeks of missing meals to save 
bus fare I went further North to Cleveland. 
I know Cleveland has its ghetto but the 
people walk and talk as if they are used to 
the North. They act like they expect to be 
employed, like they expect to be treated 
right by white folks. They act like they are 
Northern-born, though most of them aren’t. 
I know. They’re proud of their adopted 
city and proud of themselves and their new 
ways. 

Perhaps that was what had made me so 
lonesome as I stood there in the rain. | 
hadn't found anyone enough like me to be- 
I felt like an outsider 
always looking in. I worked in a laundry. 
every bit as steamy as Mrs. Ansley’s kitch- 
en. and a good deal noisier and less per- 
sonal. I was a finisher and got what | 
thought were fairly good wages but most 
of the women were older than me. I hated 
working with them. Even though they made 
good money. their hair stood up all over 
their heads. Their shoes were run over. If 
I closed my eyes and shut out the sound of 
the thumping mangles and the steam. | 
could have sworn I was in the middle of a 
cotton row. The women all around me 
laughed loudly and often and more than a 
couple of them had snuff tucked into their 
cheeks. The heat was as suffocating as it 
had ever been in Alabama. [ didn’t like 
the job and I didn’t have anything in com- 
mon with the people around me. I didn’t 
know what they did with their money or 


come a real friend. 


their time away from the irons, until I had. 
worked there long enough to realize most 














of them came into work on Monday evi] i 
and with terrible hang-overs. ; 
This was a Monday and perhaps that : 
underlined my loneliness. All day long the | ~ 
women around me had talked about their 0 
week-ends. They were tired, beaten wom. | © 
en boasting of their love life, happy that ; 
someone cared enough to drink with them, ror 
beat them, and then make up. The women s 
were not my sort but I envied the compan. fe! 
ionship they shared. I had no one. The . 
people on the bus jostled me as if they all 
didn’t care whether J was alive or not, {it 
When I had alighted from that bus and 4 
walked over to the other car stop. I felt so /?™ 
alone that tears began to well up in my | As 
eyes. The steady gray drizzle didn’t help Low 
much either. This was really a blue Mon- )°¥S 
day. If it hadn’t been quite so blue per- ptt 
haps this story would never have been nd r 
written. he a 
Fighting back the tears as I stood there [**! 
at the bus stop, I began to feel music near- [€" 
by. I say feel, because it had_that.heavy W 
bass thump of a lowdown blues number, Itc 
the kind you feel before you actually hear None 
it.. Then there was the muted wail of a [UY 
saxophone and I realized the music was pod 
coming from a store-front not ten yards F al 
away. It must be a juke box. I decided, hat 
and concentrated on the approaching bus. skin, 
But just then someone walked out of the here 
shack. The music blared out and the most eddi 
heavenly odor hit me. T tur 
Only a Southern-raised person could un- f* 
derstand how I felt about that odor. It was /"e4 
the aroma of fish, cat fish rolled in meal P fac 
and fried to a crackling crisp. I turned, Fre 
without a second thought, and walked into ™ 
the little store where crooked letters an. "|" § 
nounced there was a “fish fry every day.” *"' sh 
In the dimly-lit interior the blues and Wel 
the fish made me feel as though I had ” P 
walked into one of those familiar one-room |? la 
joints back off a Southern highway. Im- ft of | 
pulsively | smiled. I couldn’t_help_it. | | like 
wasn’t a stranger anymore. It was like [* 
stepping off a Cleveland street into the gp 
heart of Alabama. There were young peo- ple fl 
ple hanging around, mostly fellows. They [Hello 
beat time to the music. A couple of them om 
were eating potato chips or skins. A girl oi ? 
in her early twenties was at the counter. 4 
Her friendly smile flashed in response to ae 
mine. rate 
“What's yours, honey?” she asked. oy y 
“Fish. a big fish fry with slaw.” 7 
“Hot sauce?” oe 
[ nodded as I loosened my coat and made - 
for one of the stools. The only vacant one . 
was between two fellows and though [ felt :," 
a little backward about barging in between ~ 
them, neither seemed to notice me. hs 
A nickel went into the nickelodeon and | . 
couldn’t tell whether the record. playing h “ 
now was a gospel song or a blues numbet. Thay’ 
But it didn’t matter. I liked it. I was hap ont 
pier than I had been for a long time. Ho ts 
As she handed me the fish on a warm wed - 
to fi 












i ho k plate, the girl behind the counter 






















most ,? 
ie refeu're new around here, aren’t you?” 
that “lve been here four months.” 
the “Where are you from? Where’s your 
i : 
wom? 1a Opeleika in Alabama. 
“that | 7™ from Alabama too, ten miles out 
aa from Montgomery. 
oma Lo smiled and brought me some French 
n pan- psa 7 aN a ilk 
The My name s Lou, she said, “Lulabelle, 
they really, but that s too much name for Cleve- 
—_ knd. So it’s just plain Lou now. 
an “Mine’s Bessie. You can’t shorten that 
elt so much I guess.” We both laughed. 
n my As I ate—and that fish was really good— 
“help Lou leaned against the counter on her el- 
Mon. 0S From time to time she opened a 
2 ttle of pop, sold a package of cigarettes 
: bain drang up the money in the register, but 
e always came back to me. It was the 
there real conversation I had had with any- 
near. Pe mY own age since I had come to town. 
heavy “Where do you work, Bessie? 
aher I told her and she raised her eyebrows. 
: heal Jone of the young girls work there. Heck. 
ofa fu could get on at a factory. They pay 
a dmoney. Or in one of the restaurants. 
wail almost any place would pay you twice 
cided, Pat you get in that sweat-shop. A good- 
z bus. king girl like you ought to be someplace 
of the ere she can get tips, isn’t that right, 
» eae eddie?” 
I turned to see who she was speaking to. 
Id un. ft 48 I did the fellow on the next stool 
h aad ned around to get a good look at me. 
waa faced each other less than a foot apart. 
wk ‘Freddie, this is Bessie,’ I heard Lou 
d into ? “Like I was telling her, don’t you 
oy ie vik she can get something better than 
day." she has?” 


‘, “Well, I dunno,” he said lazily. “She 
s and ee Be : 
I had oks pretty good to me.” We couldn’t 
ip laughing at his interpretation of the 


(rt of our conversation he had heard. 





Bes [ liked his looks, this Freddie. He was 

like f° 2 Warm brown with high cheek bones. 
eyes seemed to see everything with a 

to the f 

awa ple flick. ax 

They Hello, Freddie, I said softly. 

£ theo Hello, yourself, Bama girl.” 

A gal You’ve been listening.” I said accus- 

ae Sure, and I won’t say I’m sorry. I was 
Ht waiting until Lou got around to ask- 
you your address.” 
Lou came back into the conversation 
tt ringing up some change in the cash 

1 made a vou thi 

int one 2" you think she ought to put that 

| felt dry down, Freddie?” 

ead Yeah, sure. I can get her on at the 
mt. Or say, you said something about 

alle waiting table. Why can’t she work 

staying 4 You know, Mae’s having a baby 

umbel she Hl have to stop working soon.” 

as hail oh the night shift,” Lou said. 
wld you be interested?” 

wail How much does it pay?” I was sur- 
Fed to find myself asking. 








“Well, this isn’t a heavy tipping joint, 
Bessie, but you can do nicely if you’re a 
bright girl. How does this sound—thirty 
dollars a week. The hours are six until 
one in the morning. You eat on the job.” 

That was nearly five dollars more than 
I was making at the laundry. Without 
hesitation I answered, “When do I start?” 

“Hold it,” Lou laughed. “You'll have to 
see old Auntie. She owns this place and 
she comes in to check up about five-thirty 
and again at closing time.” 

So I waited. Freddie asked me to dance. 
Lou said it was okay “As long as no one 
outside ‘the gang’ is in here.” 

Somebody played a fast number and my 
feet flew. They moved as they hadn’t moved 
since long before Mama died when she used 
to take me to the outdoor fish frys. Fred- 
die danced like the home boys. He should 
have because he was a South Carolinian, 
only recently removed. 

When I went back to the stool, some of 
the other fellows came around and Freddie 
introduced me in a rather possessive way 
that made me feel good. I danced with 
one of the other boys and when he brought 
me back to the counter Freddie eyed him 
darkly. 

“Whatcha trying to do, man?” he asked. 
“Steal her from right under my nose?” 

The other boy guffawed. “Imagine any- 
body stealing anything from you, Freddie!” 
They all laughed but Freddie was a little 
uneasy. I was sort of puzzled about the 
comment, but didn’t dare ask any ques- 
tions. 

It was so good to be with young people 
again that I couldn’t believe my ears when 
Lou hissed, “Here comes Auntie now!” 
Had I been in the fish shack nearly two 
hours? I reached in my pocket to pay for 
my dinner. 

Lou caught my hand. 

“Tf you get hired, it’s on the house.” she 


said. “If you don’t, it’s my treat.” She 
smiled. She was real nice people I de- 
cided. 


UNTIE WAS a big woman of few words 
“interested only in what was in the cash 
register and the ice box. She looked me 
over after Lou’s introduction and made 
only one comment: “A good-looking gal is 
a good thing in a place like this—as long 
as she don’t get into trouble.” 

Just then a girl walked in. Auntie in- 
clined her head toward the newcomer. 
“Like Mae there. Her trouble’s showing.” 

I found out later that Mae had gotten 
herself into “trouble” with a boy friend 
who had ducked out on her. Mae was the 
waitress who was leaving the job. 

Auntie pressed her lips firmly together. 
“You can work Mae until she 
She can’t last more’n a couple of 


on with 
leaves. 
weeks longer here.” 

I was hired without taking Mae’s job. 
Auntie told me the job was mine “as of 
now.” 

Lou fitted me into one of her uniforms 
that had come in a bundle from the laun- 


dry. “Say, these are from the place where 
you work,” she chattered. “Wonder if you 
did them?” We giggled like school kids. 

When we came back out into the front 
of the store most of the gang of young fel- 
lows had cleared out. Mae had cleaned 
up the counter. Freddie was still there. 

“Well!” he exclaimed in exasperation. 
“T wait to take the chick home and she gets 
herself a job that won’t let her off until 
one o’clock!” 

I liked Freddie and couldn’t help teas- 
ing back. “It was your idea, remember? 
Anyway, who said I was going to let you 
take me home?” 

“Tll be back at one o’clock, Bessie,” 
Freddie promised. 

He and Lou left together. Lou called a 
cheery good-night to me and Mae. The 
hours began to fly. It was ten, then eleven- 
thirty, then twelve-forty-five. 

“Time to start closing up,” Mae sug- 
gested. I noticed that the circles were dark 
under her eyes. 

“Sit down,” I said gently. “Tell me what 
to do. I want you to rest.” She smiled 
gratefully and sat down on an up-ended 
pop case. 

I washed up the glasses and began to 
sweep out the small place. I locked the 
door as she told me to and when there was 
a sharp rapping on the glass, I turned to 
shake my head and shrug my shoulders. 
“We're closed!” But the rapping con- 
tinued. Finally as the figure shifted in the 
light, I saw it was Freddie. 

I was pleased and a bit surprised that 
he had come back. I let him in while I 
went into the back with Mae to change up. 
Auntie came in and swept toward the cash 
register. She gave us a perfunctory good 
night as we left. Mae went the other way. 
She said she was used to going home alone. 
I felt so very sorry for her. Her body was 
heavy and tired. You could tell she was 
taking her shame to heart. 

Silently Freddie and I started walking. 
It was cold but I didn’t feel it after Fred- 
die took my hand in his. It was all so 
natural. 

“Want a bottle of beer or something, 
Bessie?” he asked as we passed one after 
another lighted tavern. 

I refused, explaining how tired I was. 
“I worked two jobs today you know, Fred- 
die.” 

“We should have ridden home, hon,” he 
said apologetically and searched the street 
for a bus or a cab. 

“No, we’re almost there now,” I pro- 
tested. “It’s just around the corner.” 

It seemed I had known Freddie a long 
time. I believe I would have kissed him if 
he had wanted me to that very first night 
as we parted on the porch. 

The next day I went to the laundry to 
tell them I was through and to collect Mon- 
day’s wages. No one was surprised that I 
was leaving but one of the women who had 
worked alongside me gave me a sly wink 
when I told her. “Getting real hep, aren’t 
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feminine daintiness 


“Any woman may offend without 
knowing,” explains the frank and au- 
thoritative booklet, “Facts About 
Intimate Feminine Care.” Tells how 
to gain confidence in one’s own dain- 
tiness. “Syringe regularly,” is the ad- 
vice. And the Faultless Feminine 
Syringe is recommended for its gentle 
but thorough cleansing action. Con- 
venient to use, no accessories, incon- 
spicuous. Write for “Intimate Femi- 
nine Care.” Sent in plain envelope. 
Feminine Products Div., Dept. TC-62, 
The Faultless Rubber Co., Ashland, O. 
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Things previously not talked about now appear wide- 
spread and common. For people who are tortured with 
shame, startling new information is available. Many 
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this new knowledge. This amazing book also presents 
other vital 20th century sex studies. Works of Freud, 
Ellis, Stopes, Sanger and others are explained in simple, 
non-technical language 
ORDER ON APPROVAL 

Order FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrapper for 
10 days’ FREE examination, If not thoroughly sati-=tied, 
return for immediate refund of complete purchase price. 
Don’t wait! Act now! 
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109 Broad St.. New York 4, N. Y. | 
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you, youngster? Bet you got yourself a 
boyfriend, too.” 

I didn’t even bother to answer her. 

Freddie was in the fish shack when I got 
there that afternoon. 

“Hi Bess,” he said casually as I walked 
in. There were others of the crowd around. 
I could tell by the way they spoke to me 
that Freddie had staked his claim on me 
openly. 

Lou hugged me and bubbled, “You're a 
lamb to come fifteen minutes early. . I’m in 
a rush. Come fifteen minutes late tomor- 
row and we'll be even.” I was talking to 
Freddie when Mae came in with the warn- 
ing that Auntie was right behind her. 
Freddie said he’d see me later and was on 
his way out as Auntie came in. She looked 
at him sharply. 

Again Freddie met me that night. The 
next day he took time off and we went to a 
show together. The days were all the time 
I had for any fun. I began to feel like a 
Clevelander myself now. I belonged. I 
knew people. I had learned to laugh 
again. I liked my job. I was beginning 
to fall in love. 

The day Freddie “played sick” and 
stayed home from work, I met him down- 
town at one of the restaurants for break- 
fast at ten o’clock. It was all very new to 
me. The city sights and sounds were fairly 
familiar to me but outside the Central Area 
the throng of so many faces bewildered 
me. 

After breakfast Freddie suggested we go 
shopping, or rather window shopping. I 
was delighted. The big stores fascinated 
me. I hadn’t dared hope that he would 
want to go shopping. 

We walked along aisle after aisle of 
beautiful merchandise. I stopped to ad- 
mire a scarf here, a pair of gloves, a 
blouse. It was wonderful and Freddie 
didn’t tire of the expedition. We had 
lunch, then a movie and it was time for me 
to check in at work. 

Again that night Freddie met me. He 
had been home sleeping, getting ready to 
face his job the next day. “My girl on the 
night shift and me on the day shift sort of 
makes sleeping catch as catch can,” he 
complained. But he smiled broadly as he 
tucked my hand under his arm. 

When Freddie left me at my rooming 
house, he pulled a package from his jacket 
and thrust it into my hands as he kissed me 
goodnight. I couldn’t concentrate then on 
the package. Freddie’s kiss made me dizzy. 
It was so strong, possessive, demanding. 
My lips yielded to his and I dropped the 
package as my arms went around his neck. 
His powerful hands cradled my face. I 
could feel my heart thudding against his. 

Only when I had opened the door did I 
remember the package and reach back out 
for it. What could it be? 

In the quiet of my sombre little room I 
opened it. I gasped to see the very blouse, 
the same gloves and the gay scarf I had 
admired downtown. I hugged them to me. 
They were my first gifts from Freddie. I 








was in love and I knew it. I smoo 
out the bag. The name on the bag wag 
the name of the store we’d visited by 
didn’t matter. These things were fk 
Freddie. I could hardly sleep I was so 
cited. ‘ 

I didn’t see Freddie again until , 
o'clock the next night, my quitting time. 
thanked him bashfully for the gifts and 
shrugged them off. “Anything you ws 
baby, anything at all.” 

When he suggested we stop for a be 
that night I agreed so that we’d have ny 
talking time. It was long after two wh 
we left the dim tavern. our cheeks agk 
I was tingling with anticipation for 
goodnight kiss I knew would be part 
tonight. 

After the long warm embrace it was hg 
for me to go inside. I reached again { 
Freddie at the same time he reached { 
me. He didn’t want to leave me. ff 
looked inside. I shook my head. 

“Can't you have company?” 

Nobody cared whether I did or not by 
I kept on shaking my head. “Not tonighj 
Freddie.” 

“Then meet me downtown tomort 
morning. It’s Saturday. Let’s have a 
other holiday.” 

“Don’t you think we’re seeing a litt 
too much of each other, Freddie.” 

“Don’t you want to see me?” 

“Yes, Freddie, of course I do. But 
don’t know anything about you really. Y 
don’t know a lot about me. We'll be f: 
ing in love and—and,” I faltered. 

“Is that bad?” Freddie asked and | 
kiss told me that I wasn’t supposed to 
swer that question. 

Over ham and eggs the next morning 
talked excitedly. Freddie teased me 
cause I had asked for grits, somethi 
which the girl in the cafeteria had ne 
heard of evidently. 

“Remember, young lady, you’re past 
Mason-Dixon line.” So I had fried po 
toes instead. 

“Let’s go to the dance tonight,” Freddi 
asked abruptly. 

“But I don’t get off until—” 

“This is a dawn dance, from three unt 
seven in the morning.” 

“IT don’t have anything to wear, Freddiq] W! 
really I don’t.” I looked down at the 
and sweater I had on. It was the nice 
outfit I had. It came very close to beitfthoug! 

















the only outfit I had. ee th 
“We're downtown now. We can fix thifhere 
up.” I open 


“No, Freddie, as much as I would like “py 
go. I can’t afford any new clothes rig “Tp, 
now.” our | 

“What size do you wear?” fern 

“A fourteen.” boss,” 

Then he changed the subject. “Anywil] hg 
the music is going to be out of this wor | wa 
You know that record we danced to “the dog 
first time in the shack? That's the s% “Yo, 
who’s playing. He’s terrific!” bessie, 

After breakfast we went window S048 ‘But 
ping again. I stared through the Sissture 















I smoot ate glass windows at the smart sophis- 


bag Was ated clothes. I wasn’t saying much, just 
sited but king, but Freddie was looking at me. 
were fr He smiled when I finally stopped in front 
[ was soq fone of the most exclusive shops. I stared 
: a gray full skirted affair with one of the 
| until "Sjunging necklines about which I had 
ing time, beard so much. 
rifts and 


We walked on a bit after that, but when 
thought Freddie was going to suggest a 
movie, he told’ me to head on home to get 


| YOu We 


fe: a Det me rest since I would be working that 
| 7 Mi vening. “You might still want to make 
WO Witt. dance, Bessie.’ 
veks agli «put I told you, Freddie—” 
on teem He cut me off, promising to see me that 
be part night at one o’clock. He put me on the 
— ext passing street car. 
it was hail y did go home and fall asleep. It was 
a fer four o’clock when I was awakened 
eached ff, s knock on the door. 
3 H . ” 

— “Package for you, miss. 
. It was my landlady. “Some boyfriend 

you've got.” she said lightly. 

or not b My boyfriend? How did she know any- 


Hot tonight hing about him? What was in the box? 
[shouldn’t have had to ask what it was. 
he box should have told me that. It bore 

the name of a chic downtown shop and in- 

side was the dress. The gray pleated one. 
ere was a slip, the most beautiful I’d 
lever seen. And a soft gray angora tam 

‘ith a big rosette, a pair of dance slippers. 

'Hothing but straps. It was like Christmas! 

eally. Ye I was so excited I was almost late to 

“Il be falfork, Mae didn’t show up that evening. 

. When Auntie came in she grunted, “Well. 


tomorre 
s have ay 


ng a litt 


lo. But 


d and lites that for her. You're on your own, 
sed to o0d-looking. We'll see what happens to 
; ou.” I didn’t like the way she leered at 
lorning 
me. 
e ; 
. eal At one o’clock I was all ready to go but 
some ° + . 
had negpitte Was no sign of Freddie. Then some- 
1 . 
e knocked on the door and I hurried to 
-e past spre” it. ] 
ried pol Bessie?” It was a strange voice. | 


arted to slam the door quickly. “Cab. 
” Freddgmaam. Freddie sent it. Said he’d pick 
ou up from home.” I got in the taxi and 
fairly tumbled out to 
lance. 


get ready for the 


hree unt 


-, Freddiq] WAS already standing before the 
t the skiff’ crooked, cracked mirror in the dim little 
the niceftom when Freddie came for me. Even 
> to beilfthough my reflection was dulled, I could 

e¢ that I was looking very. very well. 


in fix thiffhere was a knock on my door and when 
lopened it, there was Freddie. 

ild like “But you can’t come in here, Freddie.” 

hes Tig “The landlady said she didn’t care about 
hur having company. I asked her this 
ifternoon. She said you were your own 
boss.” His eyes swept over me. “Do I 

“AnyWiill have to go?” 

his WO" Twas much too happy to fuss. I opened 

ed to “ihe door and he walked in. 

the 8% “You'll be the sharpest girl at the dance, 
essie. You've got real class, honey.” 

low sho “But you shouldn’t have, Freddie.” My 

the gesture took in the whole outfit. 





He nodded his head. “The dress did 
set me back a little but I didn’t buy the 
other things.” ; 

“You didn’t pay for them. you charged 
them. Isn’t that what they call it?” 

“That is not what they call it, hon, and 
here’s something else for you.” He held 
out a rhinestone necklace and ear-rings. 

I let him fasten the necklace and I 
looked back into the mirror. This couldn’t 
be little Bessie from Alabama. I was store- 
boughten, as Mama would have said, from 
the hide out. 

We started out for the dance. 

Freddie hailed a cab and we were at the 
auditorium in time. After checking 
coats we walked on to the dance floor. This 
was all fairy-tale splendour to me. I had 
never danced on a waxed hardwood floor 
with a sixteen-piece band furnishing the 

Freddie seemed know every- 
He looked so handsome I was really 
proud of him. He had on a dark blue suit 
which fit him beautifully. His dazzling 
white shirt seemed to set off his smooth- 
shaven face. As we walked across the floor, 
the band began to play the same number 
we had danced to in the fish shack. Fred- 
die swung me into his arms and the eve- 


no 


music. to 


body. 


ning was under way. 

In between dances Freddie introduced 
me to lots of people. The girls all envied 
my clothes openly and Freddie beamed 
with pride. The fellows seemed to envy 
Freddie and his look for them was a frank 
“hands off.” Only one of them asked me 
Freddie answered for me. “Not 
The fellow caught the 


to dance. 
right now. Mac.” 
idea. 

About five o’clock Freddie got the coats 
and we walked out into the before-morning 
grayness. The music blared behind us. 

“Oh, I had such a good time,” I blurted 
out. 

“Me too.” Freddie agreed. “You’re beau- 
tiful, Bess.” 

Right there in the street he bent to kiss 
me. For an age time seemed not to move 
at all as we stood on the deserted street. 
Then we turned and walked toward home. 
It was only a few steps later though that I 
realized. walking any distance in those 
dainty dancing shoes would ruin them. I 
told Freddie. He laughed and hailed a 
passing cab. 

“I wasn’t thinking, Bess. I was just try- 
ing to make the evening last as long as it 
could.” 

When we drew up in front of the house, 
I expected Freddie to keep the cab and get 
back in it but he let it go. I turned to kiss 
him goodnight on the porch but he opened 


the front door and held it for me. It was 
late. I grimaced at him. | 
“For just a little while, baby.” 


I didn’t want to make a scene; the rest 
of the house was so quiet. At the top of 
the stairs I fumbled for the key to my 
room. Freddie took it from me and opened 
the door. He turned on the light and then 


threw his hat over it so that the soft half- 
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New Car given 
as Bonus! ‘SA @ 
TAKE ORDERS for SSG 
Nationally Advertised 






NYLONS | sisitsinncvest 


Sensational Guarantee creat- 
ing a tremendous demand for 
Wilknit Nylons! If they run, 
wear outor even snag froma 
cause whatever... within NINE MONTHS... egniine on 
pay .. they are replaced FREE OF CHARGE. No won- 
er it’s easy to quickly build up fine, steady, year-round in- 
come, Earningsstartimmediately, Look at these exceptional 
figures— Ralph Shearer made $67.11, first week— Mrs. Paul 
Estes, $42.92— Mrs, Ivey Gentry, $43.37. Doris Jensen in ad- 
dition to making 08 much as $17.00 ina single day, earned two 
cars as EXTRA BONUSES. Learn how you can make money 
in your full or spare time without a bit of previ perience. 


SEND NO MONEY... Just Hose Size 


When you send for Selling Outfit, I also send your choice of 
Nylons or Socks for your personal use. Don’t lose a minute. 
Rush name on a postal card for full money-making facts 
on Sensational Sales Kit. Send hose size. L. Lowell Wilkin, 
WIL-KNIT HOSIERY CO. ,A-426 Midway, Greenfield, Ohio 
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light transformed the dreary little room 
into a romantic rendezvous. 

“Drink, Bessie?” 

“I don’t have anything—” I started to 
tell him, but he reached into his overcoat 
pocket and pulled out a curved silver flask. 
He set it down on the table and took my 
coat off. Then he took off his own and we 
looked at each other awkwardly. 

“You'd better go. Freddie.” I whispered. 

He kissed me, pulling me tightly against 
him, holding me so hard it hurt, kissing me 
so passionately that my heart thumped fast 
and hard. My senses reeled. He reached 
for the flask and drew me down beside 
him. There was a tiny cup for each of us. 
I don’t know what we were drinking but it 
burned going down. Then I got warm and 
after the third silent drink I reached across 
the space between us for Freddie. He 
leaned over me kissing my cheek, my lips, 
my throat. His hands caressed me. 

Suddenly, my instincts warned me that 
we were reaching danger point. Through 
my mind raced Auntie’s warning about 
girls getting into trouble. I thought of 
Mae and the tragedy etched in her face. 

“Freddie, darling. you'll have to leave.” 
I murmured weakly. 

I gently pushed him away from me. I 
didn’t want to let him go. but I had to. 

For a second he looked at me reproach- 
fully. Then he said: 

“T guess you’re right dear. I want you 
to be mine. I want you to marry me.” 

“And I want to marry you, Freddie.” I 
said. 

All that night, I dreamed of being in 
Freddie’s arms, having his warm kisses 
stirring deep emotions in me. 

It was afternoon when I awoke. There 
was someone at the door. I went to open 
it. It was Freddie. 

“Freddie!” 

“Afternoon, sugar.” His kiss was warm 
and tender. “How’s my little girl? Ready 
to go to work?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes.” I said. “What time is it?” 

“That’s just what I thought you’d say. 
You don’t even work on Sunday. The 
shop is closed sometimes. you know, Bes- 
sie.” He cuffed me playfully and tousled 
my hair. 

I hadn’t even known the shop was closed 
Sunday. All that had happened between 
me and Freddie had happened in the space 
of less than a week. A miracle had taken 
place. Last week I hadn’t even known 
Freddie. I was a stranger in the city. This 
week, I belonged to Freddie. I shook my 
head numbly. 

Freddie must have known what I was 
thinking. He rose quietly. “I just came 
to wake you up, sugar. How about getting 
dressed and meeting me at the corner. 
We'll go to dinner some place different. 
Maybe out on the Gold Coast.” -His voice 
was loving. 

I got paid the next day and without wait- 
ing to tell Freddie I went downtown to buy 
myself a coat while Lou filled in for me. I 
It was so 


was ashamed of my old coat. 
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sleazy. That night when he met me aiter 
work, Freddie looked me over. 

“T bought it today,” I announced hap- 
pily. 

“But you didn’t have to. 
gotten it for you.” 

“Oh. no, Freddie. 
your money on me.” 

“You mean you didn’t know that—” he 
stopped short. 

“Know what. Freddie?” 

“Oh nothing. Skip it. But next time 
you want something to wear. Bess, tell me.” 

We went downtown a couple of times 
that week and I stopped admiring things 
because Freddie would get them for me. 
I fussed at him for spending money so 
lavishly and missing work so much. He 
told me I sounded like a wife. 

Sometimes when I'd come in at night 
there would be a package on the bed or 
the table, something Freddie had left with 
my landlady earlier in the day. The weeks 
went by swiftly. They do when you're in 
love. Sometimes he came by the shack 
and we talked over a couple of cans of 
beer. Then one night Freddie suggested 
that we get married right away. “Let’s not 
wait at all. Let’s do it just as soon as we 
can get something together.” he pleaded. 
“T need you so very much, Bess. I love you. 
I only wish I were good enough for you.” 

“T love you. too. Freddie. We're right 
for each other. Yes, let’s get married very 


I could have 


You can’t spend all 


” 
soon. 


4.VERY DAY we fell more and more in 

love. Freddie was just about perfect 
I thought. That was why I wasn’t pre- 
pared for what happened. The bottom fell 
out three days after we made plans to get 
married immediately. 

We'd gone downtown, had breakfast and 
Freddie had suggested we go shopping. 
“Let’s look at some rings,” he said. Breath- 
less. I agreed. 

We spent nearly forty-five minutes in the 
jewelry store, but when the clerk pressed 
us for a decision, Freddie said we’d be 
back. Maybe he didn’t have the money on 
hand, I decided, as we walked out into the 
bright sunlight. After all he had asked me 
to “look at some rings.” not buy them to- 
day. 

But as we turned out onto the sidewalk. 
a policeman grabbed Freddie. Bewildered. 
I turned to see the jewelry store manager 
gesturing wildly. “That’s him. He took 
two of them. She helped him, too. Don’t 
let her get away either!” 

A policeman, gun drawn, made Freddie 
and I stand up against a wall. He found 
the two missing rings on Freddie and. over 
and over, Freddie kept insisting: “She 
didn’t have anything to do with it.” My 
shocked face must have added weight to 
his claim. 

At the station, Freddie managed to con- 
vince thé police that I had nothing to do 
with the theft. They booked him and I 
went home, boiling with humiliation. Sev- 
eral hours later, I answered a knock on 






my door and was amazed to see Fredd 
He had been released on bail and rusheme € 
over to see me. I admitted him wordless he 
and went silently to sit in a chair. pick Th 
up a book which I had been trying to re, 
to calm my sense of outrage. 

“Don’t ignore me, darling,” Fred¢jiem 
pleaded. He came and leaned over 
chair. 

“I thought you knew all along, honey 
he told me. “I started to tell you seve 
times when I had some doubt that y 
knew, but I couldn’t go through with j 
I intended to quit right after we got mal 
ried.” 

“Married.” I said in a furious. low voigg 
“T wouldn’t think of marrying you, Fred§} 
die. I’m putting you down. You're not 
ing but a common thief.” 

In the brief time between Freddie’s x 
rest and this conversation, I had found oy 
that he had a record, was on_probatiy 
from a previous, suspended sentence fq 
shoplifting. I realized what a fool I haf 
been, not to suspect. I remembered thy 
sneering remark someone had made in th 
shack that first day—imagine someon 
stealing from you, Freddie. I felt unclea 
having accepted and worn all those stole} — 
presents Freddie had given me. 

Freddie was crushed and ashamed. kk 
left sadly, quietly. I sat there, tears stream 
ing down my cheeks. The next day his 
trial was held and he was convicted. = 

Perhaps Freddie would have been out¢ 
my life forever, if it hadn’t been for wha 
happened at the shack the next day whe 
I went to work, downcast and broke. 
hearted. 

The place was buzzing with small, mak 
cious talk about Freddie’s arrest. urge | 

“I knew that smart alec would get lif, ne 
bumps one of these days.” declared 
hanger-on named Ralph. There was a no Begir 
of triumph in his voice. 

“Yeah, parading around in his she 
clothes,” chimed in Martha Reading, 3 
other little jitterbug. 

The talk went on and on around me. Med ing 
was as though the crowd didn’t know db q 
didn’t care that I could hear their comes. 
ments. st in 

Angry as I was with Freddie, I burnt pjesg;. 
with resentment. These were Freddi¢'ihing 
friends, supposedly. I had been with him o, 
when several of them had come to him willf Chan, 



































hard-luck tales and borrowed money theffjyr Jy 

never returned. I had seen him do all sori 

of generous things for them. vies 
It was Lou finally who exploded. any n 


“Get out of here. all of you,” she tolifigs, Jo 
them angrily. “Best you can do is kick @rvices 
man when he’s down. You all knew wihalgat of | 
Freddie was doing and you were glif Actua 
enough to help him spend his montf the I 
Trouble was Freddie never had anyone Wf? 





mean anything to him until recently. 5 esn't | 
would have changed too after he met Beg.” he 
sie. He was trying to break himself of tf, “** 

habit. That’s more than lots of you , 
trying to do with your habits. Get out!” i ve 


Her voice rose to an angry scream a 

































> Fredd; 
nd rushe 
wordless 
ir. picks 
ng to re 


crowd melted out of the shack in front 
her hot fury. 

The things Bessie had said about Fred- 
5 generosity, his needing someone had 
might a wave of tenderness over me. I 
membered his telling me: “I need you, 
ssie. 1 wish I was good enough for you.” 


Freddi 


“7 [ remembered all his loving solicitude 
z. honey fpr me, how he had made my heart sing 
,u sevenpith happiness during my first days in a 
that yogprange, big city. 

h with if [thought of him in jail, grieving because 
- got mais sin had caused our romance to end. My 

ist impulse was to give way to the scald- 
low voicdhg tears which threatened to come. Then 
‘ou, Fred had another impulse and I acted on it 
u're notiimediately. I shot a quick glance at Lou. 


etending to be seriously occupied with 
rubbing a shelf, she was really peeking 
me with sympathetic eyes. I untied the 
not of my apron, went to the rack and got 
by coat and hat. 

Qn my way out of the store, I squeezed 


ddie’s a 
found oy 
probatiog 
tence fo 
ool T hal 
bered the 
ide in thd 

someone 
- unclean} 
ose stoley 


lou's hand. 

“Thanks, honey,” I said gratefully. 
“Where you goin’?” she asked. 

“fm going to see my Freddie,” I said. 
said it at the top of my voice and proudly. 





Freddie’s happiness when he saw me was 
touching. We cried with joy. We had al- 
most lost one another. But now we were 
going to stick together, come what may. 
We arranged for a license and all the news- 
papers carried the story of the girl who 
had a prison wedding to a common thief 
because she had faith in him and believed 
he could straighten out his life. 

Freddie was sentenced to eighteen 
months at the workhouse. I burned all the 
things he’d stolen for me, hating the sight 
of what they stood for. 

I know that Freddie has learned his les- 
son. He’s stopped being a boy and wants 
to be a man. I think his love for me will 
help him stick to the straight and narrow. 

That was six months ago. For days I 
was the object of ridicule and scorn on the 
part of the neighbors and the crowd at the 
shack. But it meant nothing to me. I was 
glad I had made my decision and had the 
courage to act on it. I see Freddie regu- 
larly and when he has finished his term, 
we are going to have a wonderful life to- 
gether. Freddie is determined to make up 
for his old ways. He’s no angel. but he’s 
my man and that’s the way it will always 


be. THE END 








med. Hd 
3 aa Teen Talk 
| day his (Continued from Page 8) 
ed. how What you want or what to do with 
‘Nn Out Gur lonesome self. You are sorry that the 
for wh fheel of Fortune made you black, so you 
lay whee want to sit around wishing and wish- 
broke gthat you were rich, white and some- 
here else. Mom will probably recom- 
all, ma nd sulphur and molasses, but that won’t 
furge your pensive soul. What you need 
d get lil s new interest. If you can’t find one, 
clared Grate one. ; 
as ano@ Resin a diary. Just writing down 
: oghts and moods makes one feel better. 
a sha you want to broaden your horizons, how 
ding, afout authoring your own Who’s Who of 
egro celebrities? Record in booklet or 
d me. Mirdindex form all the information you can 


know “ad, quote or imagine about your favorite 
e1r Colleats, It will not only sharpen your in- 
est in reading and research, but will be 
I burne blessing to you conversationally—to say 
Freddie thing about what it will do to raise an 
with um” on next year’s term paper. 
him wit Change your daily routine by varying 
ney thefhur Junch menu or trying a new lunch 
all sottShonter, Occasionally replace Friday night’s 
ies with a lecture or concert. Collect 
1. iny names, pretty buttons or miniature 
she tolls. Join a church club or volunteer your 
is kick @vices to the local hospital. Donate a 
ew what of blood to the troops in Korea. 
sre glij Actually, there are so many more cures 
monerf" the blues than there are causes, that a 
nyone | or gal who is strictly on the ball, 
tly. Hasna t have time to get discouraged. But 
met Beg’ he does, there is always Kohlman’s 
If of thag°® 
you a remember dark clouds can be found 
out!” hind a cloudy sky 
a let your hair down and go on and cry.” 


THE END 
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How He Proposed 

(Continued from Page 11) 
Bill Kenny with the top three entrants in 
the “Miss British Columbia” contest. I 
called Bill at his hotel and suggested it. He 
agreed immediately and was so gracious. 
“Of course I'll do it,” he said. We made 
an appointment to take the pictures. I'll 
never forget the date. It was April 18, 
1949. I accompanied the three girls when 
they went to pose for the pictures. 

It was the first time I had ever seen Bill. 
I found him charming and full of fun. I 
didn’t have much to say, but I enjoyed the 
whole experience. We heard the Ink Spots 
sing and later Bill came over and talked to 
us. He was gay, charming, and debonair. 
I told one of the girls; “Isn’t he charming? 
You know this is both business and pleas- 
ure for me. -The Ink Spots are my favorite 
quartet and Bill Kenny thrills me more 
than any singer I know.” 

The next day I was both surprised and 
flattered to receive a telephone call from 
Bill Kenny. He was the perfect gentleman. 
He told me how much he enjoyed meeting 
me, and asked me to have lunch with him 
that day. I said I couldn’t make it that day 
but would be happy to go some other time. 
He suggested the next day and I said OK. 

We saw a lot of each other during the 
next two weeks. We had dates practically 
every day. When his engagement ended, 
Bill and the Ink Spots departed for San 
Francisco. The day they arrived there Bill 
called me long distance. “Will you marry 
me, honey?” was his only question. You 
know what my answer was. 

Two weeks after I consented we were 
married by a justice of the peace in Ho- 
boken, N. J., on Feb. 8, 1950. 

THE END 
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INCHES OFF het 4) 
YOUR WAISTLINE ‘\’) 
With the original magic, double diagonal 
pull. The real secret of the French look. 
Corrects your whole silhouette posture. You feel like 
sixteen again. Like magic, your figure is molded into 
new lines, inches disappear from waist, hips, thighs 
and all with ease and comfort . . . standing, sitting 
or stretching. Exclusively designed double elastic 
waistband wraps around your waistline and hook- 
closed in the back . . . adjustable to your exact size. 
Will never roll or curl at the top. Expertly made of 
first quality rayon elastic with the finest satin panel. 
Light in weight, washes like a dream. /n Nude, White 
and Blue. 
0 —IN TWO STYLES 
N Re Gird! © Panty Gir- 
L dias’ Panty girdle with re- 
Y movable snap-button crotch 
and garters. 
Small (25-26), Also: ''Plus'' Sizes for the full- 
Medium (27-28), er figure: 
Large (29-30), XX (33-35), XXX (36-38), 
Extra-Large (31-32) XXXX (39-40), XXXXX (41-43) 
| ANNETTE FASHIONS, Dept. K-191-F } 
| 45 East 17th Street, New York 3, N. Y. 
| Please send me FRENCH FORM. | will try for 10 | 
days and if | am not satisfied can return garment l 
| for full refund. Send me size........ an 
| Extra crotches. (At 49¢ each.) My colo 





| C) Regular [) Panty Girdle 


| CI enclose payment [) Send C.O.D. l 
Ne schon case aaa I 
I oe ee Cees 
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SWEETEN STOMACH 
TO SWEETEN CHILD 


When constipation occasionally upsets little 
stomachs, children often act up, or sulk be- 
cause they feel miserable, can’t eat or sleep 
right. That’s why wise mothers give Syrup of 
Black-Draught whenever youngsters suffer di- 

estive upset from constipation. Its wonderful 
ae action can help sweeten such sour 
stomach, too! Then how dispositions improve! 


Laxative-Stomach Sweetener Works Overnight! 
Syrup of Black-Draught tastes honey-sweet, so 
children take it eagerly. Made of nature’s pure 
vegetable herbs—acts thoroughly, but gently. 
Given at bedtime, brings comforting relief in 
morning—thus helps sweeten sour stomach 
too. Youngsters virtually sleep away these con- 
stipation worries! Next day feel good, ong 
and play! No wonder 17,000,000 bottles sold. 
Get Syrup of Black-Draught from druggists. 
Works wonders for a child’s good nature! 


For constipation try regular 
ADULTS Black - Draught, laxative - stomach 
sweetener, famous since 1840. Familar Powder, 
Granulated or convenient new Tablet form. 
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7 Sy recommend 
N tablets to all” 
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Everywhere People Praise NW —The Laxative That’s Kind to You 


All-vegetable makes the difference — and 
it is a big difference! M Tablets contain 
10 natural-vegetable laxative elements, 
scientifically compounded. 

Try NM at our expense. 25 tablets only 
25c. Buy a box at any drug store. Try 
them. If not completely satisfied, return 
box with unused tablets to us. We will 
refund your money plus postage. 


All around you are people who have 
turned to Nature’s Remedy, M Tablets, 
when they need laxative help. They’ve 
found an M Tablet at night the best 
way to assure morning regularity. “‘ 
is so wonderful,” they say. There are no 
perturbing effects ... instead you feel 
refreshed, invigorated. 


Waites Memecdy 
Ged WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or 
Family Troubles? Are you Worried about someone dear 
to you. Is someone dear to you Drinking too Much‘ 
Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy—Discouraged ? 
Would you like to have more Happiness, Success and 
*‘Good Fortune’’ in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS—News 
of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping 
thousands to glorious NEW happiness and joy! Whether 
you believe in PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW 
WAY may bring a whole NEW world of happiness and 
joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don't delay! Just clip this rom, now 
and mail with your name and address to LIFE-STUDY 
FE WSHIP, Box 5206, Noroton, Conn. We will 
rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER and 
FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 
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PERIOD OVERDUE? 
DON’T TAKE CHANCES? 


Set your mind at ease and obtain prompt relief in minor functional 
menstrual delay of borderline anemia with these new extra helpful 
medically recognized drugs. 

Prepared and formulated scientifically by registered pharmacists, 
““GREEN-KAPS" capsules are specially made up to produce no 
harmful after-effects. Generous large supply shipped on a FREE 
10-day trial in PLAIN WRAPPER for simply sending your name 
and address; when package arrives, deposit only $5.00 plus C.O.D 
and postage with postman. If not 100% satisfied, return remainder 
of package and money will be refunded promptly. RUSH order 
today; don’t hazard the risk of being without them when you need 
them most. 


Send Cash with Order—We Pay Postage 
ASTHMACINE DISTRIBUTING CO., Dept. 723-H 
1813 S. Clinton Ave. ¢ Chicago 16, Illinois 


























‘PERIOD DELAYED? . . . Don't Worry! | 


USE DOCTOR’S PRESCRIPTION! BE RELIEVED of this worry! 
Your Period Delay may be functional and this DOCTOR’S 
METHOD may bring prompt relief! It is a Quality Preparation 
of OFFICIAL MEDICAL DRUGS! Easy to take and NO harmful 
after effects! SEND NO MONEY! Pay postman on delivery of 
a Generous Supply packed in a CONFIDENTIAL BOX! ONLY 
$10.00! SEND NO MONEY! RUSH YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS 
TODAY! ... TO 


SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC., Dept. P-29-K 


BOX 118 JERSEY CITY 3, N. ~ s 
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Backstreet 
Wife 
(Continued from Page 29) a 
s I 
p he 


prts 


I gasped. 
“You mean you're not going to acey 
the challenge.” I shrieked. “You m 
you're going to let that ‘fool,’ as you 
him, get a chance to call you a coward! 
Phil’s voice came back with hot ang 
“How come you're so sold on the imp 
tance of this fly-by-night political parso 
he wanted to know. “Why do you rate hj 
so high. He’s just a have-not, trying 
cash in on the publicity I’ve gotten ini, 
campaign. His party hasn’t won an él ol 
tion in the ward for the past ten ye 
Why can’t you just forget him and cone 
trate on me? I’m the next alderman g * 
nothing can change that. Don’t be ag “ 
Sara Lou.” ; 
Unbelievingly, I heard the sharp click oy 
we were disconnected. Phil, furious, haf. d 
hung up on me. In all the time I hg F 
known him, it was the first time he | 


sta 
ow | 
ow | 


hugs 
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mces 
orl 
















rove 





emel 

been so angry, so cruel. 
I went around the whole day in a wa na 
ing nightmare of unhappiness. ™ 





But that night, a penitent Phil, beggi lici 
forgiveness, was at my door with two doz i 


beautiful American Beauty roses. Phil 
“I don’t know what I was thinking abog,, 7 
being so short and sharp with you, diy. 


ling,” Phil told me. “I could blame it@ 4g 
the strain I’ve been under for days. Thal, . , 
too, things are piling up at the office a pre 
we're getting behind in our backlog §, 4; 


cases. But, sugar, I know there’s no 4 iste 
cuse for the way I acted toward you. Wi, ya. 
without you, I don’t know where I'd. ¢, 
7 ? ” 

what Id do. i 


Of course I forgave Phil, but, like ev@j. p, 
smart woman who ever lived, I took advayip, 1 
tage of his plea for forgiveness to 4) have 
something I wanted. No, not a mink Gos w 
jewelry. Phil had given me plenty of Goce jy 
pensive presents. What I wanted most @y hac) 
all now was Phil’s name. The way for “Lag; 
to win it was to help him win his calthye to) 
paign. So, before we kissed and made the pre. 
I persuaded Phil to accept Rev. Slatehy | }, 
challenge. The quarrel Phil and I iii, yor, 
was the turning point in our relationshiifies of 
I had always exercised great influem, mple 
over him, but now he became putty iD %] live 
hands. I dominated him and did it i fpividy 
smooth a fashion that he didn’t even koa: ind; 
what was happening. What I couldn't} as a 
over to him in conversation, I made "fy exp, 
agree to with a hug, a passionate kiss Bas, y 
used my dramatic power as his lover, @heep’s 
woman who could not only stimulate Jouble | 
mind and feed his ego, but also make es hig 
blood race, his heart pound. toral ]i} 

The newspapers whipped up a fevé'fhd who 
interest in the debate and the night his pe 
















ed into the huge high school audi- 
m to take a seat in the back row, the 
, was filled almost to capacity. Phil 
Rev. Slade drews lots to determine who 
‘to be the first speaker. I was disap- 
ted when Phil drew the slip which 
him first. I knew instinctively that 
best spot on a program gives you the 
st opportunity to make a lasting impres- 
n, But my confidence quickly returned 
; | realized that Phil’s eloquence could 
»hold the audience that Slade’s poor ef- 
would seem ridiculous by contrast. 

In line with my expectations. Phil gave 


to ae 
You me 





aa performance. He told his audience 

coward! ow he had grown up in the Negro district. 
hot ang whe had known the temptations of dope 
ry: Imp q belonged to a roving gang of young 
il parsoy 


Bugs and. faced the humiliation of jim- 
tah row when he tried to work to help support 


trying is mother and a large family of kids. He 
ten in th ld them how, all through these experi- 
nan eg es and in school—during his service in 
ten yea forld War II—he had carried in his 
nd conee east one burning desire: to improve the 
erman al 
















tt of his people; to drive out of the city 
nd community the horrible, infecting im- 
porality which tempted our youth. He 
id dramatically that he wanted to make 


be a sy 


rp click 


IOUS, lif ends among whites who could help im- 
ime T hi rove the lot of their Negro neighbors. A 


ne he h emendous thrill coursed through me as 


thunder of applause climaxed his speech. 
4 went weak with pride, but shuddered 
hen I saw Phil throw a very unpolitical. 
icious challenging look at Slade. His 
bk said: “Can you top that?” 

Phil was just inflated enough—and so 
as I—to be totally unprepared for the 
hock which was to come. Rev. Slade ad- 
anced to the speakers’ stand and launched 
ys. This a terrific attack on the “corruption” of 


in a Wa 


il, beggi 
two doz 
cing abv 
you, 
lame it 


office a present administration. He pulled ev- 
vacklog ytrick in the bag of an old-time Baptist 
res NO Ginister. I had to admit grudgingly that 
you. V was a pretty good spell-binder, but. 
ore Td tren from my prejudiced .point of view, it 

aseasy to tell that his speech wasn’t going 
like eVirer half as well with the audience as 
ook advihirs had. Suddenly, just as Slade seemed 
ess {0 Hhhave worked up to a conclusion, he let 
a mink @oe with a blast which electrified the aud- 


enty of hy e into awareness, sent a shudder down 


ed mos! @y back and stunned Phil. 

way for “Ladies and gentlemen,” he shouted. “I 
1 his Cilfhve told you some of the things in which 
1 made present city administration is corrupt, 
ev. Slat I haven’t told you all. Tonight, on 
and I iis very platform, there sits—in the pres- 
-lationslifice of my opponent—a living, breathing 


influenthy, mple of that corruption. Never, so long 


utty in I live, would I do anything to expose an 
lid it "Mividual to scorn and shame. except when 
even kiflut individual presents himself to my peo- 
ouldn't as an upstanding citizen, a leader and 
made "Fy &xponent of decency and righteous- 
ite kiss Bs. When that individual is a wolf in 
| lover, Heep’s clothing, a hypocrite leading a 
mulaté uble life, a cad who desecrates and de- 
> make ks his own family by living a secret, im- 


mal life with a woman whom he keeps 
a — hi whose every living expense comes out 
ie nigMEhis pocket, then it beconies my duty to 





say publicly that he is a sham and a fraud 
and a charlatan.” 

A murmur of disbelief ran through the 
audience. Row upon row of heads turned 
as people eyed their neighbors in amaze- 
ment at this unusual attack. Reporters 
scribbled furiously. Dizzying waves of 
shock ran over me. I felt trapped, not 
daring to turn my head to the left or the 
right. It was absurd, of course, but I was 
positive that. any second now. Rev. Slade 
would point a finger at me accusingly 
while the whole audience turned to stare 
at me in scorn. I didn’t have the heart to 
look in Phil’s direction. I knew that every 
eye in the audience must be upon him. 
Out of the great hush which had fallen 
after Slade’s barrage. the minister’s strong 
voice rose again with a deeper intensity. 

“T know whereof I speak and it is not 
idle gossip,” Slade screamed. “Two nights 
from tonight, at the giant mass rally for my 
candidacy, in this same auditorium, [| shall 
present to the public and the press docu- 
mentary proof that my opponent who seeks 
your support as a champion of morality, is 
a fake. a fraud and a faithless husband, a 
shameless excuse for a father and a cor- 
rupt citizen who ought to be tarred. feath- 
ered and run out of the city.” 

I was in a daze, so weakened by this un- 
expected development that I scarcely 
heard the applause of the audience. The 
rally broke up in confusion and people 
stood around in little, buzzing knots, talk- 
ing and looking up at Phil in the front of 
the auditorium. Reporters were frantically 
dividing their time between Rev. Slade, 
demanding that he give them more details 
of his sensational charges and _ insisting 
that Phil make a statement. In the con- 
fusion, I got out of the auditorium quickly. 


| DROVE home like a person in a bad 

dream. At my apartment, I paced rest- 
lessly up and down the living room, puffing 
furiously on cigarette after cigarette, wait- 
ing for the sound of Phil’s key in the 
door—or for the telephone to ring. Fully 
an hour passed. I thought I would go in- 
sane, waiting. I tried to calm myself down, 
to think: “What’s our next move? Where 
do we go from here? How will we stop 
Slade?” 

The wildest range of my imagination 
couldn’t capture any semblance of an idea 
as to what damaging facts Slade had. Im- 
possible that the man was bluffing. With- 
out facts to back up his statements and 
charges, he was exposing himself to a libel 
suit to end libel] suits. 

I whirled as I heard Phil’s key twisting 
in the lock. He came in, wild-eyed and 
distraught. 

“What are we going to do, Sara Lou?” 
he demanded like a troubled child coming 
home to his mother. 

I was a new Sara Lou, not the Sara Lou 
who knew all-the answers, who disposed of 
intricate problems so coolly and efficiently. 

We talked seriously for a while, but we 
got nowhere. The viciousness of the attack 
had us both bewildered—also the fact that 


Slade had spoken with such authority. 

Finally, we decided we couldn’t settle 
anything immediately. Phil said he’d go 
home and get some rest. We'd get to- 
gether early in the morning. 

“But you have to be careful about com- 
ing here, darling.” I warned. Then a new 
thought hit me. 

“What about Vick, Phil? 
going to say about all this?” 

“T don’t know, Sara Lou,” Phil answered 
wearily. “I just don’t know.” 

Sleep was an impossible thing that night. 
I had all sorts of wild visions of Phil being 
tarred, feathered and run out of town. In 
my nodding nightmares, I saw calm, cool, 
brainless Vick adding to Phil’s troubles by 
ordering him out of the house while news- 
reel cameras snapped and a viciously tri- 
umphant chubby minister stood across the 
street, looking on, his eyes alight with 
pleasure. 

But Vick didn’t throw Phil out of the 
house. When Phil came to see me the 
next: morning, he looked fresh and re-vital- 
ized. I was glad to see that some of his 
old confidence had returned. When he had 
reached home the night before, Vick was 
up waiting for him, the strangest look on 
her face. She told him he’d had two calls. 
One from Boss Cassidy and the other from 
the STAR-LEDGER. Both wanted him to 
return the call. Vick had said nothing 
about the Slade charges. She surely knew 
about them. The news had been blasted 
over the local radio stations and news tele- 
casts right after the, meeting. Phil had 
called Cassidy. The latter, excited and 
concerned, had asked him: 

“Phil, are you clean? Can this Slade 
prove his charges? I want the truth. You’ve 
got to tell me the truth.” 

“T told him not to worry. That I was 
clean,” Phil told me. “Maybe I was just 
hoping and praying for a miracle and stall- 
ing for time.” 

“And Vick had nothing at all to say?” 
I asked Phil insistently. “That just doesn’t 
add up to me.” 

“Nothing at all,” Phil replied. I could 
see he couldn’t understand it either, but 
didn’t care to discuss it. 

“We've got to sit down right now and 
get our ducks in a row.” Phil told me. 
“Between the two of us, we’ve got to map 
out a defense—and that defense has to be 
a bold defense. In fact, it’s almost got to 
be an attack.” 

Fortified with coffee, we began discuss- 
ing the situation. First, we nad to de- 
cide what Slade could have on us. Dur- 
ing the night, Phil had remembered the 
rent receipts for my apartment which had 
been made out in his name, the charge ac- 
counts at downtown stores for which he 
had signed statements of responsibility. We 
thought of the curious neighbors who lived 
in the building with Sara Lou. Maybe 
they had taken Slade’s money to help con- 
vict Phil in the eyes of the public. 

We talked for three hours, advanced the 
most fantastic schemes as to how we could 


lick Slade at his own game. I had Phil 
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ashamed because of your 
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underweight makes you nerv- 
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cule any longer? If you are skinny, 
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SEND NO MONE Send name and ot 
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postman only $2.00 plus C.O.D. postage on guar- 
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get on the wire and assign some of his 
most trusted criminal and divorce investi- 
gators to hit Slade’s trail and find out if 
some dirt could be uncovered about him. 
With that we would have been able to 
bargain with him to make him keep his 
reverend mouth shut about Phil. Those 
investigators of Phil’s blood- 
hounds. If there was the slightest thing 
wrong that Slade had ever done, they 
would find it, not only in our city, but 
anywhere he had ever been. 

After we ran out of inspirations, there 
was nothing to do but wait. The day 
wore on and I suggested to Phil that he 
call his office. I knew, for a fact, that 
newspapermen and some of his campaign 
backers would be trying to get him. It 
would seem awfully 
couldn’t get some kind of satisfaction. 

“Tell the newspapers that you'll have a 
statement this time tomorrow afternoon. 
darling,” I advised. “If we haven’t come 
up with an angle by then, we’re licked any- 
how.” 

Phil’s secretary was frantic on the other 
end of the line. All sorts of calls had 
been coming in. There were photographers 
and newsmen camping in the office. Boss 
Cassidy had been on the line every half- 
hour and there was a “rumor” story in the 
morning Trib saying that, in all probabil- 
ity, Phil Robinson would be dropped from 
the ballot by his own party; that he had 
become an impossible liability because of 
the charges and his failure to defy Slade 
on the spot at the meeting. 

We had less than forty-eight hours to 
save Phil’s political future—and, in fact,— 
his business prospects in the community. 
He would be ruined if, the next night. at 
Slade’s campaign rally, the political min- 
ister could come up with the inside story 
and proof of the fact that I was Phil’s 
backstreet wife. 

Our nerves were on edge with the sus- 
pense of it all. When the phone jangled 
at my elbow, I started with fear, then 
laughed at myself. 

It was the building switchboard oper- 
ator. 

“Miss Mars, there’s a visitor here to see 
you,” the operator told me. 

A frown wrinkled my forehead. I had 
few acquaintances who would be calling 
on me. Being a backstreet wife to an im- 
portant man calls for being fairly lonely. 

“Man or woman?” I asked cautiously. 

“Tt’s a woman,” the operator told me. 
She paused, then added: “It’s a Mrs. Phil- 
lip Robinson.” 

I almost dropped the receiver. 

“Just a moment, please.” I told her. 

Turning to Phil, I said tensely, 

“Phil, it’s Vick!” 

His shoulders sagged. 

With an air of resignation, he declared: 

“Tell her to come up, Sara Lou.” 

Those brief seconds between the time 
I hung up the receiver and Vick tapped 
lightly on the door was the longest period 
of time I have ever passed through in my 


life. 


were real 


suspicious if they 









“You've got time to slip out, Phil,” Ts 
gested, the minute I hung up. 

“There’s no point in running a 
now,” Phil said sadly. “I’ve known fy 
long time that Vick probably suspe 
what was happening. Can’t imagine } 
she got this address or what her poin, 
in coming here.” 

“Tf she had any self respect . . .” Jj 
gan, forgetting, for the first time, to eg 
up the seething hatred and contempt | 
for Vick. I stopped, frightened, 
withering look Phil was giving me. 

“Who are we, Sara Lou, to talk ab 
self-respect?” he asked with steel inj 
voice. 


HEN VICK knocked on the door. 

I opened it and she swept in. [hy 
seen Vick dozens of times; caught glimpy 
of her at certain social functions which 
attended with various, not seriously inte 
ested, escorts. I had seen her sitting y 
front at political rallies during the cay 
paign. I had stared at her pictures in ti 
society columns of newspapers. But thi 
wasn’t the Vick I had seen and I am em 
tain, she wasn’t the Vick Phil had seen; 
a long time. Even under the strain of th} 
moment, with my heart pounding wildly- 
even with my woman’s hatred of her a 
jealousy—I had to admit to myself that sh 
was absolutely beautiful. A stunning, t 
lored black suit clung to and caressed hd 
slim figure. A breath-taking mink sto 
had the right air of carelessness on hd 
shoulders. Her hair was shining and slee 
She was temptingly, freshly charming a 
she knew it. 

A sweet smile touched her lips as s 
entered. 

“Good afternoon, Miss Mars,” she gree 
ed me. “Hello, Phil, dear.” 

The amazement on Phil’s face and mis 
must have been comical, but Vick pr 
tended not to notice. She helped hers 
to a seat and glanced about the room. 

“Wonderful place you have here, Mi 
Mars,” she said coolly. “Phil’s always bw 
such perfect taste in furnishings.” 

On the spot though I was, my womail 
defenses caused me to examine the stali 
ment for that malice we call “cattiness 
But Vick’s face was a mask, a lovely ont 

She chatted on sweetly. 

“May I be horribly impolite and ask {q 
a cup of coffee?” 

That was to get me out of the room, 
was certain. Well, I’d fool her. I reachej 
over casually and switched on a little ele 
tric coffee percolator. 

I watched Vick closely, prepared 7 
next trick. If she could be cool, so co 
I. Certainly, I was sure that my sophis' 
cation could put hers to shame. But Vid 
didn’t get a chance to say anything j4 
then. Phil, unable to stand the suspe™ 
any longer, rapped out. 

“Vick, why did you come here? 1 
did you know .. . Well, look, Vick. !4 
terribly sorry show this whole thing. 


” 


Vick raised a surprised eyebrow. 
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“Why did I come, dear?” she repeated. 
“Well, of course. to see our protege. Why 
be sorry. I think it’s only perfectly nat- 
ural for me to visit my protege.” 

The ragged edge of Phil’s temper began 
to rise. 

“Look, Vick, let’s not play little games. 
got us dead to rights and we all 

Just say what you’re going to do 
Hollywood about the 


You've 
know it. 
and let’s 
thing.” 
Vick gazed at Phil reproachfully. 
“Honestly. darling,” she said. “You never 
will learn to be patient, will you. I’ve been 
patient, you know—for a number of years.” 
There was a thick silence in the room. 
Vick flicked it lightly with her voice. 
“Is my coffee ready. Miss Mars?” she 
asked politely. 
I left the room for a cup and saucer, 
returned and poured her coffee. 
“Black, please.” Vick said. “I didn’t 
get too much sleep last night and I might 


not go 


not get too much tonight.” 

Then she loosed the bombshell. 

“You see, one must be nice to the press. 
One mustn’t rush them on important sto- 
ries.” 

Phil jumped to his feet. 

“So that’s it, Vick? You're 
ruin me in the newspapers!” 
the floor, turned on her. 


going to 
He paced 


“IT don’t guess I can blame you, Vick,” 
he said. 

“Ruin you, darling?” Vick asked, 
shocked. “What a frightfully awful thing 


to say. I wouldn’t ever, ever do anything 
to ruin you.” 

Phil stared at her but 
slowly, a disturbing thought began to creep 
across my mind. Vick had sounded sin- 


suspiciously, 


cere. Was she here to give Phil up, to give 
us her blessing? Impossible. But per- 
mp... 


Of course, if she did that, it still wouldn’t 
help the desperate situation politically. But 


then, you can’t have everything. Perhaps 
Phil and I could go away. start again 


somewhere. 
“If you wouldn’t ruin me, Vick, what 
did you mean by that crack about photog- 
raphers and reporters?” Phil demanded. 
“Oh, that—only that there'll be a small 
army of them here in, say, an hour,” Vick 
replied. 
I exploded then. 
“Here!” I screamed. 


” 
o. 


A blow across my mouth left me gasping 
with hurt and disbelief. Phil had strode 
over to me and slapped me full on the lips. 
He was standing over me with teeth gritted, 
glaring at me. 

“You know better, Sara Lou,” he rasped. 

Through the fog of my humiliation, I 
heard Vick’s cool voice. She was looking 
at her watch. 

“Let’s not be violent, darling,” she ap- 
pealed to Phil. “Would you mind turning 
the radio on for the six o’clock broadcast. 
I made a little statement before leaving 
the house and they told me it would be on 
the air at six.” 


“Why you dirty 





Phil wheeled, gave Vick a confused look, 
then walked rapidly over to the radio. The 
crisp voice of the commentator stiffened 
us with attention. 


“. . . declaring that her attorney hus- 
band would not dignify the sensational 


Slade charges with a statement at this time, 
Victoria Robinson, wife of the prominent 
lawyer-politico told Station WAAD this 
evening: “As Philip Robinson’s wife, how- 
ever, I want to state that Rev. Slade’s ac- 
cusation is a lie unworthy of the cloth this 
minister wears and also of the high confi- 
dence he seeks from the voters of the ward. 
It is true that my husband has been paying 
the expenses of a brilliant young lady and 
has been encouraging her in her studies. 
He has been doing this with my absolute 
knowledge and trust. The young lady is a 
protege of ours and we are interested in 
her career. We have two sons whom we 
both love very dearly. We had hopes, some 
day. of having a daughter. The young lady 
whom the un-Reverend Slade vilifies with 
his narrow-minded accusations is like a 
daughter to us. My husband has helped 
her and will continue to do so. It is this 
kind of humanitarian quality in him which 
makes him the kind of citizen and leader 
who will be appreciated by the people of 
the ward and promoted by him on election 
day.” 

An unbelieving smile broke across Phil’s 
face. I was horrified by the perfection of 
the alibi. It knocked in the head the hor- 
rible scandal Slade had produced to haunt 
Phil and it would inevitably raise Phil 
even higher in the estimation of the voters. 
But what puzzled me most was how this 
scatter-brained, empty woman had been 
able to deliver such a stroke of genius. 

I looked across the room at her. She 
was smiling at Phil. 

She said: “Darling, that ought to stop all 
the talk, don’t you think?” 

Before he could answer, she added: 

“T phoned the newspapers and told them 
they could come here at 7:30 and take pic- 
tures—of the three of us—Alderman-to-be 
Robinson, his wife and their protege.” 

A fury burst within me. I'd upset Vick’s 
clever little scheme. At that wild moment, 
I didn’t care whether Phil became an alder- 
man or not. 

“And suppose I deny it,” I offered. “Sup- 
pose I deny the whole thing.” Then swing- 
ing toward Phil, I told him menacingly, 
“There’s a price for my silence, Phil. You 
don’t have to pay it until after the election, 
but you’re going to have to choose between 
If you make the wrong 
juicier headlines to- 


your wife and me. 
choice, you’ll make 
morrow than you’ve ever seen.” 

Phil stared at me uncertainly. 

“My choice, Sara Lou,” he said huskily, 
“will be Vick if she'll forgive me and take 
me back.” 

Vick’s voice cut in icily. 

“And, of course,” she said, “our protege 
wouldn't want to tell the she’s a 
harlot and a home-wrecker. especially after 


world 


being so sympathetically referred to over 
the radio—especially since it wouldn’t get 
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tired, run-down feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,’’ energetic self — 
full of life! Get FEEN-A-MInT! No increase 
in price — still 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 


7 FEEN-A-MINT 


FAMOUS CHEWING-GUM LAXATIVE 
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Hair! : 
3 * 
> Brush Away Gray Hair! : 
Ss * 
s FOR TINTING OR Fotorine any HAIR ° 
& 
> — Only . 
s * 
* $ 6 
® With the PERFECT-FLOW BRUSH you get an even e a 
@ application that covers your head thoroughly right - 
e@ down to the roots. Your shampoo, tint or coloring COMPLETE 
@ oes into the hollow STORAGE handle -~ tells you e 
exactly how much has been used. ¢ On and Off Lock ¢ Adjustable flow can increase or cut » 
® down the flow of liquid into the hollow bristled head « PERFECT FLOW leaves no streaks e 
® © no mess ¢ no soiled finger8—or clothes. Goes on so easily you will be amazed and thrilled. 
® if you want the easiest, cleanest and best - pag of poppiying hair coloring then order the ® 
+ Pe rfect FLOW BRUSH today. $2.98 prepaid or C.O Plus postal charges. e 
e 
. IMPERIAL SALES co. . 
e 480 Lexington Ave., Dept. 643 New York 17, N.Y. @ 
COCO CCCHCECCEEELOCE SCHOSHHOSHSHOHHOHSHSHHHHHHHHHHHSOHOHOEOO® 





Drunkenness ruins Health. 
many to turn 


time out from work or social duti 











FREE mitts » 


with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula cap- 
sules to help nervous 
and digestive systems. 


on 

















Used by PAT 
MOORE in his 
Hollywood Shop! 
Yes! The SAME 
Famous DuKonk 
treatment that 
Hollywood movie, 
radio and TV stars 
pay big money 
for. 

DuKonk Kit 
contains: 








PAT H. MOORE 1. Protective oil 
Hollywood 2. DuKonk 
Hair Expert 3. Black Rinse 

& 4. Hair Groom 


Buy It BRODY Se aes 83 
"ORDER TODAY FROM HOLLYWOOD = =~ 
DUKE HAIR PRODUCTS CO., Dept 46; 
; 5864 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 














' 
|Send prepaid—DUKONK Kits, § enclose S2M@ each. ! 
{ Send_____Kits C. 0. D. I'll pay postman $2.98 each. ; 
: i 
i me. ‘ 
! ‘ 
8 Address. ‘ 
! Cc ty State. - 
* (NO C.0.0. tor APO. £.P.0.) ( PRINT PLAY? = 4g 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 









Send for free book on DENTAL NURSING 


Describes the Wayne Training Plan 
for Dental Nursing—chairside and 
\ receptionist duties, X ray, lab, glam- 
\\ our and personality development. 
\ Learn what opportunities exist for 
you in this well- paying field... 
send for free book today. 


CEVCIS Te ‘a *-$. 2523 Shethetd Ave. 
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. Happiness. age THE DRINKING CYCLE QUICKLY 
the amazing liquid that tends to promote 
aversion (dislike) toward ALL ho = mF aia. Not classed as a permanent “‘cure,"’ but 


. INEXPENSIVELY! Use ALCORE 
it IS a recognized method of withdrawal 
from liquor. May be taken in SECR 
COREM eliminates desire for more alcohol. GUARAN 
Aversion treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. ALCOREM comes ready to 
use—simple instructions included—NO BOOKS TO R i 


RESULTS.” As an additional help we send PINKIES (FREE with ALCOREM) to 
help nervous and digestive systems. 
FREE WEIGHT CHART. Acts as guide in building reformed drinker to proper weight. 


DO NOT DELAY—ORDER ALCOREM NOW 


PEE gO of OR MONEY BACK. Send name and colours We rush ALCOREM, 
ry + NKIES and Weight Chart. Mailed in 
D. dane TO SAVE C.O. D. CHARGE 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS 
608 SOUTH DEARBORN STREET + DEPT. 





alcohol. Interrupts drinking cycle and causes 
ET. A few oo of this wonderful AL- 
TEED Pure and Effective. 


AD— need not cause excessive 
ties. ne ae py ALCOREM ge writes: “PLEASE SEND 

EM AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHO IS A 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL 


lain wrapper. Pay postman i? 95 and 
END $4.95 with ORDE 














R-20 « CHICAGO 5, mUINOIs _| 











LEARN AT HOME-SPARE TIME 


y Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe at consid- 
Z erable saving. Gain experience designing for oth- 
ers. It may lead eee a shopof 
your ownsome day. Basic learn-by-doing’ course 
under guidance of qualified teachers provides exe 
cellent starting point for a career. Send for 
free booklet, ‘‘Adventures in Dress Design.” 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 323A, Chicago 14, I, 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches I 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 6 
Same price for full length or bust 













part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 


Send No Money 3 0r5]5° 


Just mail photo, negative or sn: 

shot (any size) and receive your. enlargement 

guarante ee oa oe bg ul double-weight 

portrait quai iad postman 67c plus . 
Dos —OF seni de erith order and we pay 

age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. dona your photos today. 


Professional Art Studios, 5345. Main, Dept. 52-G, Princeton, Illinols 






COLOR YOUR HAIR 


NOW... 
K...give ito 
JET BLAC <a Home! 








PROFESSIO 







Tonight, watch streaked, gray, dull, faded, burnt 
and lifeless hair disappear with BLACK 
STRAND Hair Coloring. See how BLACK 
STRAND imparts a new shiny, lustrous, lovely 
appearance to your hair. . . easily, evenly. Only 
occasional touch-ups necessary at partings, tem- 
ple and roots as hair grows out. Easy, simple 
directions in every package. Guaranteed to bring 
the joy of youthful- es king jet black hair tonight, 
or your money back. Only 75¢ plus tax. At 
Druggists Everywhere! 


BLACK STRAND 
5 SHADES .. . Jet Black—Black—Dark 
Brown—Medium Brown—Light Brown 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 





Dept. 723-H, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, Ill. 





her the husband she wants to steal. Then, 
too, being a bright young lady, why should 
she jeopardize the allowance we are going 
to send her monthly for the next few years 
since she is our protege. An allowance 
not big enough to keep her in the style to 
which she has been accustomed perhaps, 
but big enough to make my little radio 
statement true.” 

And I had thought Vick was stupid. 

Well, I wasn’t stupid enough to be un- 
aware when I was beaten. 

And I was beaten .. . 

Believe it or not, I still love Phil and I 
don’t want to hurt him at all, not as I did 
in those few wild moments when I threat- 
ened him. I don’t know whether I'll ever 
get over the pain in my heart which was 
so much stronger and sharper a few min- 
utes ago when I heard Phil’s acceptance 
speech. It was a wonderful speech. Even 
better than any Phil and I had written to- 
gether. Maybe Vick helped him with it. 

I’m not a backstreet wife any longer and 
never will be again. I found out an im- 
portant truth from Vick Robinson. Love 
can be more satisfying when you get it by 
going through the front door. 

THE END 





Hungry For Kisses 
(Continued from Page 49) 


when I arrived at the hospital. Sometime, 
what seemed like centuries later, I awoke 
to consciousness to see Johnny kneeling by 
my bed. His face was grave. He looked 
as if he had aged twenty years. A deep, 
disturbing instinct told me what had hap- 
pened, 

“My baby. Johnny,” I 
“Where’s my baby?” 

He shook his head sorrowfully and I 
knew the truth. The baby had been born 
dead. 

“It’s payment for my sins,” Johnny told 
me in a weak, tired voice which just man- 
aged to penetrate my piteous sobbing. “I’ve 
been so rotten to you, darling. I’m going 
to try to make up for it and maybe some 


” 


screamed. 


day .. 

I weal a long look at him. I knew that 
I couldn’t stand life with him any longer. 
I thought only of the tiny, stirring life 
which had never had a chance to be. 

I felt no hatred, no pain. I felt nothing. 
I looked at Johnny with listless eyes. 

“Go away, Johnny, go away,” I said. 

I didn’t even hear his footsteps as he 
left the hospital room. 

When I was well enough to be discharged 
from the hospital, I went straight home to 
my parents. Everyone was kind to me. 
No one mentioned the baby or the split-up 
between Johnny and myself. It wouldn't 
have mattered if they had. I knew that 
nothing could hurt me any longer. 

Nothing, that is, until the next time I 
saw Johnny. Some of the girls in my old 
skating club had gotten up a weekend 
skiing trip in San Francisco. They insist- 
ed that I join in the fun. I knew that they 
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were trying to take my mind off the trag- 
edy of my marriage. Even though several 
weeks had passed, I was virtually still in 
atrance. It was less trouble to accept the 
invitation than to spend the energy con- 
yincing them that I didn’t want to go. So 
off we went, leaving Los Angeles in a small 
cavalcade of cars. We had arranged to 
stay at tourist cabins on the way. I made 
a determined effort to join in the laughter 
and gaiety of the bunch. 

Annie Carter, a jolly girl who’d been a 
chum from my early girlhood days, occu- 
pied the same cabin with me. We were 
chatting drowsily, almost on our way to 
sleep when we heard a terrible commotion 
outside, first voices, than scuffling. Annie 
and I jumped up, put on our bathrobes 
and went to the door. Two policemen were 
hustling a drunk into a squad car. They 
were handling him plenty rough and he 
was trying to give them as good as they 
offered. 

The rest of the girls in our bunch and a 
number of other patrons were congregated 
about the car. Annie and I rushed up just 
as the car pulled away. 

“What happened?” asked the 
tourist camp attendant who was standing 
on the fringe of the crowd. 

“Some drunk,” the attendant muttered 
ina bored manner. ‘He stumbled into the 


Annie 


office and wanted a place to stay. Didn’t 
have a cent to his name and, man, what a 
load he had on! First he got nasty. Then 


I called the cops and he started blubber- 
ing and crying, trying to get sympathy. 
They’re all alike.” 

“Is that all?” I said. “Gosh, from all 
the noise, it sounded like the world had 
come to an end. Let’s go back to bed.” 

But the attendant wanted to talk. 

“Real jerk, that guy. Kept crying he 
was looking for his baby. He was really 
slobberin’. ‘Lil Johnny.’ he was hollerin’. 
‘Lil Johnny. I killed my lil Johnny’.” 

I had turned to walk back toward the 


cabin. Annie was still listening to the at- 
tendant. A weird, dizzying sensation 


struck the pit of my stomach. I slowed 
down and listened. 

The attendant was laughing boisterously. 

“He wanted his lil Johnny—and some 
dame named Lorraine. Wotta case! 

I don’t know what propelled me, but in- 
stantly I was at the amazed attendant’s 
side, shaking him by the shoulders. 

“Where did they take him?” I demand- 
ed. “What station?” 


If it hadn’t been for the drama-charged 
circumstances of the moment, the look on 
the attendant’s face would have been com- 
He spluttered out the information 
and, minutes later, Annie, silent and un- 
derstanding—but efficient, was speeding 
me toward the station. 

I wasn’t prepared for the nightmare I 
went through seeing Johnny and how he 
His eyes were bleary. His 
clothes were dirty, his face unshaven. When 
they led him into the dirty visiting 
room to talk to me, it was all I could do to 
keep from fainting with horror. Worst of 
all was Johnny’s beaten, hangdog air, the 
his chin fell when he recognized me 


ical. 


had changed. 


small, 


way 
sitting there. 

In the brief second as he walked toward 
me, I forgot every unpleasant thing which 
I remem- 
handsome 


had ever happened between us. 
bered the young, clean-shaven, 
Johnny I had loved, the tenderness he had 
given me before the clouds passed over our 
romance. 

I went right to Johnny—with all his filth 
and dirt, the rank liquor on his breath, the 
defeat in his and I put my arms 
around him, kissed his lips. 

“Everything’s going to be all right from 
now on, darling.” I said. 

Right there, in my arms, 
stone-faced police officer, 
down and cried. This 
weren't maudlin. They were hot, 
tears of repentance. 

“T’ll never be too busy to love you again, 
sweetheart,” he promised brokenly. 

Maybe you'd like it if I said I’m happy 
now. People usually love to have their 
stories climax with pretty endings. Well, 
in a way I am happy. Johnny and I are 
living the life together that I once dreamed 
of. He’s content with an ordinary job. ’m 
afraid he’s lost all ambition except to be 
a loving and tender husband. Both of us 
are saddened pretty often when we think 
of the baby and how things could have 
been so different. Maybe, some day, there'll 
be a another baby stirring in my body and 
a real genuine love for Johnny in my heart. 
But there’s an emptiness still and I’m 
afraid not even all of Johnny’s love can 
fill it. You see, I never regained my love 
for him to half the extent it used to exist. 
But, he’ll never know that. Through being 
a victim of cruelty, I’ve learned that some 


eyes 


in front of a 
Johnny broke 
time his tears 
scalding 


people are meant to receive more love than 
they can give. 


THE END 
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NATURE CREATED 
DIAMONDS 
TITANIUM RUTILE 


(Otherwise known by various colorfu! trade names) 


The HUDSON GEM... 
A POSSESSION to cherish 
.-.all the years of a life 


More Brilliant Than Diamonds 


This product featured in editorial write-ups 
in Saturday Evening Post, Readers’ Digest, 


Time, The New York Times Magazine, etc. 





(Actual photos of our product) 
ATTENTION: Those who wear DIAMONDS! 


You need not wear your large, valuable diamonds all the 
time. Instead, you may wear TITANIUM RUTILE by 
HUDSON, a laboratory research triumph. Elemental fusion 
of nature’s fiery components results in man’s most brilliant 
gemological achievement. The HUDSON GEM, so very 
carefully made for your loved one, is now presented by our 
director. This marvelous new synthetic is made from Ti- 
tanium Dioxide and is (/7th BRIGHTER THAN DIA- 
ONDS. 10% greater light refraction index than diamonds. 
We do a considerable business with PAWNBROKERS since 
they must have Hudson’s product on hand for comparison. 
Now, at last, our product is available DIRECTLY TO YOU 
BY MAIL (not sold in stores). DERFUL OPPOR- 
TUNITY for the engaged couple. Give your bride a Hudson 
Gem Company's Rutile and put the tremen- 
dous cash difference in the bank for a happy 
and prosperous home. “COMMENDED by 
the Consumer Service Bureau of PARENTS’ 
E as acivertised therein.””’ HUD- 
SON, alone, enjoys this distinguished recog- 
nition. Sold by us in sizes from 1 to 10 
carats at $8.00 per carat plus 20% fed. tax. 
b gar any re ag" want at this price (1, 
1%, 2, 2%, 3, 4%, 5, 5%, 6, 6%, 7, 7%, 8, 8%. 9. 
9%, 10.) hiote: Sens Is pats SELF" SAM 21 
WIDELY SOLD ELSEWHERE UP TO $27 PER CARAT. 
Available in BRILLIANT (round 58 facet same as a dia- 
mond) or EMERALD (oblong) cuts. Emerald cuts must be 


“TAJ MAHAL” (India’s Ar- 2 carats or over. 
chitectural Masterpiece) STAR 
SAPPHIRES and STAR RU- 
BIES . another HUDSON 
wonder, is presented. These fab- 
ulous laboratory developments 
are copied from natural mined 
stones valued in the neighbor- 
hood of $1,500 per carat. There 
are perhaps only 500 stones vod 
such collectors’ rank in the © 
ENTIRE pte In RUBIES eo 
or SAPPHIRES from 5 to 50 | 

carats, oar choice at $10.00 
pe carat. Add tax, of cours 

Gifted with a oe inspired unbelievably magnificent DIF- 
FUSED RADIANCE. Indistinguishable from THE GEN- 
UINE, A PAWNBROKER’S NECESSITY. As a special 
service for our patrons we offer WITH OUR HUDSON 
gemological creations, SETTINGS, without any additional 
mounting charge. You merely give ring size and specify 
LADIES’ or MEN’S. Each one is SOLID {4kt. GOLD 
(white or yellow, your choice). Ladies’ Tiffany type— 
$15.00: Men’s—$20.00 (Gypsy or Box type, your choice) 
plus 20% fed. tax. Please add 50¢ postage and handling on 
all orders, DEALERS: You may now order directly from us 
since, as you see, our price per carat is below wholesale. 
Prepaid or C.0.D. orders only. Our price does not permit 
open accounts. 30 DAY FREE TRIAL—UNCONDITIONAL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. Your local friendly, trusted 
jeweler will gladly set in a mounting of your choice, Let 
him be YOUR JUDGE. Send check or money order. 


HUDSON GEM COMPANY is 


$74 Fifth Ave., New York 36, N. Y. 
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0° ind your songs or poems today. Music 

written for your words without charge. 
Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
have helped many new writers find their 
first success. Let us try to help you. 
HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 
1558 N. Vine St. Dept. FF-41, Hollywood 28 Cal. 


PICTURE. 
RING ‘I. 


EXQUIRTS | ys ye Be Ft aes made from any 
Y! Mail photo with paper = 
NL $1.00 plus postage. 
> rote a n with want 
Money back guarantee. ring size 


a Ow. 
Picture Ring tanpent.| '5- E, Cincinnati, 0. 
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You Never Go Wrong with 


BAILEY 


Beautifiers 


No. 101 
SHORT BOBBED WIG 
a Foundation ribbon 


pa 
B ik. " Off Bik. Br.$24.50 
Mixed grey ....$28.00 


No. 133 Full Wig 
With ringlets all 
over and gauze 
part as pictured. 

Blk. Off Bik. Br. = 00 
Mixed grey 





No. 202—HALF WIG 


Short curly aaa = 
bon part. 

Blk. Ort na Br. sia. 00 
Mixed grey ..-- $21.00 





No. 315—PAGE BOY 


Single line, 
Bik. Off Blk. Br. 
$1.75 each 
_Mixed grey $3.00 each 
“Neo, 316- 
-Double line weft. 
$2.95 each 
Mixed grey $3- 25 each 


No. 301—Natural 
Cluster Puffs 


9 inches across 








Mixed grey.$9.00 each 


No. 304—Chignn 
Versatile queen quired on 
sized chignon. all orders. 
Bik. Off Bik. if full amount 

Br. $2. is paid, we pay 
Mixed grey. -$3. -00 | postage. 


Write for Free Catalog 











MEN! send for this 


FREE 


MAKE 545 INA INA 






UP TO 


Do you want to make. more 
money in full oe spare time . 
as much as in a day? 
Then mail Pham below for 
this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 
150 fine quality fabrics, sensational values in made-to- 
measure suits and overcoats. Take orders from friends, 
neighbors, fellow-workers. No experience needed. You'll 
say it’s the greatest way to make money you ever saw. 


SAMPLE SUITS TO WEAR 
Pay No Money! Send No Money! 


oO Ma pi an makes it easy for you to get your own personal 
and overcoats without paying Ic, in addition to your 
cash earnings. This offer is limited. Rush coupon for 

F RE E OUTFIT—today! 


J. C. FIELD & SON, INC., Dept. G1864 
Harrison & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, , ti. 


5. FIELD & SON, INC., Dept. G1s6a_ 
Harrison & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, 

Dear Sir: I WANT A SAMPLE SUIT TO WEAR 
AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush Valuable 
Suit Coupon and Sample Kit of actual fabrics, 
ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


Name 


Miuuseateeas 
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Blood Pressure 
(Continued from Page 47) 


The common garden variety of high 
blood pressure is that known as essential 
hypertension. While it may occur in 
young individuals, it is more likely to come 
as age advances. The cause of it is com- 
pletely in the dark. There are many, many 
theories, some plausible, other irrational. 

One of the favorite theories concerns 
constitutional factors. Certain people with 
an inherited trait of very emotional and 
volatile tendencies, who have sudden out- 
bursts of anger, who brood excessively over 
misfortunes, and respond violently to triv- 
ial circumstances are especially prone to 
hypertension. It is believed that each emo- 
tional reaction produces a temporary nar- 
rowing of the small blood vessels with a 
transient rise of blood pressure and that 
after many repetitions of this reaction the 
blood vessels are structurally altered and 
permanently narrowed with a permanent 
increase in blood pressure. In this con- 
nection it is interesting to point out that 
the Chinese, who are usually looked upon 
as a very calm and placid group of peo- 
ple, very seldom suffer with high blood 
pressure. Also, Negroes living in Africa 
are remarkably free of hypertension, but 
in the maelstrom of hyperactive America 
they suffer from high blood pressure even 
more than their fellowmen. 

Irrespective of the cause, any blood 
pressure over 150 at any age is excessive 
and constitutes a danger, more acutely so 
the higher the pressure is. Death can 
come in several ways. The chief cause of 
death is heart failure. The heart simply 
cannot carry on the circulation any longer 
under the terrific burden of the high pres- 
sure. Water accumulates in the lungs and 
blood becomes insufficiently supplied with 
oxygen. The next most common cause of 
death is cerebral hemorrhage or thrombo- 
sis. Here the damaged blood vessels of 
the brain rupture and the pressure of the 
free blood on the delicate brain either 
causes paralysis or death. This is referred 
to as a stroke. In cerebral thrombosis the 
blood flows so slowly in the blood vessels 
of the brain that it clots and cuts off cir- 
culation completely. This may happen also 
in the blood vessels of the heart and cause 
death more suddenly than the usual heart 
failure. The third chief cause of death is 
uremia or kidney failure. The kidneys, be- 
cause of structural changes resulting from 
impaired circulation, are no longer able to 
rid the body of poisonous by-products. The 
accumulation of these produces death. Be- 
sides being liable to each of these acci- 
dents, patients with renal hypertension are 
likely to have that much dreaded condition 
of dropsy in which all the cavities of the 
body are filled with water and all the tis- 
sues water-logged. 


What the person with high blood pres- 
sure wants to know is what can be done 
for him. It is regrettable that absolutely 
nothing of any permanent value can be 
done or needs to be done. Many individ- 
uals with essential hypertension not only 
need no treatment whatsoever, but are 
much better off without it. It is even ques- 
tionable if a person should be told that 
he has high blood pressure. At present 
the general public is entirely too well ac- 
quainted (for its own good) with the dan- 
gers of hypertension and it is natural that 
each individual will refer this knowledge 
to himself. Almost everyone knows some 
unfortunate person who had high blood 
pressure who died suddenly in the street, 
or is now paralyzed in half his body. When 
he tells his solicitous friends that he has 
been discovered to have high blood pres- 
sure, they will fill in the gaps in his knowl- 
edge of the dangers of the disease. Fortu- 
nately, one also has friends who have had 
the dreaded high blood pressure for many 
years and “never been hurt by it.” It is 
very common nowadays for one who has 
always felt well to learn as a result of an 
insurance or periodic examination or a 
visit to the doctor for some trivial com- 
plaint that he or she has high blood pres- 
sure. Then, often enough, the peace of 
mind of the patient is gone. Symptoms 
make their appearance, and there starts 
the trouble. The worry and anxiety make 
the pressure even higher. 

Formerly doctors would periodically 
bleed their patients with high blood pres- 
sure under the impression that there was 
too much blood. We know now that this 
does no good and may do much harm. 
There are certain drugs that lower the 
blood pressure and which may be used ef- 
fectively in the early stages of hyperten- 
sion. But when the disease is well estab- 
lished the effects are transitory. 

The watchword of anyone who knows he 
has high blood pressure is moderation in 
all things. Physical labor and exercise 
should never be strenuous. One should 
learn to discipline himself in the control 
of emotions. Although there are many 
fads concerning diet in the control of hy- 
pertension, including restrictions of salt, 
water, and meats, it is conceded that these 
are not only useless but senseless. The 
moderate use of alcohol, tobacco, tea and 
coffee do not seem to be harmful. There 
is one thing, however, that people with 
high blood pressure should avoid and that 
is becoming overweight. It adds a further 
strain on the heart. 

Probably the most effective way to lower 
blood pressure is by getting absolute rest. 
physical and mental. Lying in bed for a 
few days and shedding the cares of life as 
completely as possible will reduce anyone’s 
blood pressure to near normal ranges. 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 13) 


was ever involved in a scandal not only 
would it harm my reputation but it would 
also jeopardize Dad’s chances of ever be- 
ing elected a bishop. 

Her training had the effect she desired. 
I was scared to even look at a boy. As 
soon as I arrived on the campus fellows 
flocked around me like bees around honey, 
but when they learned that I didn’t pet, I 
was dropped like a hot potato. I didn’t 
care, because they seemed anything but 
what I believed college men should be. 

After four years of college I came home 
to teach English in the high school under 
Randy. Our little Southern town was so 
drab and without life that it seemed like 
atomb. All the eligible young men had 
gone up north where they could get better 
jobs. With nothing to do I soon found 
myself dreaming of my “Prince Charming” 
riding up on a white charger to rescue me 
from my boredom. Every summer Mom 
and Dad insisted that I go up to Chicago 
to visit my brother Lonnie and his wife 
Brenda, hoping I would find myself an 
eligible husband during the trip. 

At home, one fellow I knew, not long 
out of the Army, started coming to see me. 
He had just opened a cleaning and press- 
ing shop, but when he began getting se- 
rious I stopped him from coming over. I 
had seen too many of the girls in town 
marry fellows not yet on their feet. Soon 
the girls would be having babies. Money 
ran short and when they and their hus- 
bands became tired of each other, one or 
the other started cheating or living a life 
of constant warfare. I had no intentions 
of that happening to me. 

Randy had been a widower almost as 
long as I’d known him. He had a well- 
furnished home, a good job, and was re- 
spected in the community. All the unmar- 
ried, older women in town had been trying 
to snare him before his wife was cold in 
her grave. 

Randy and I were automatically thrown 
together since he was the only single man 
on the faculty and I the only single woman. 
Naturally when there were school functions 
we were always companions. Whether it 
was a school social or a trip to the State 
capital to various educational conferences, 
I was with him. Later we would take in a 
movie together and before long he was 
coming over to visit me on Sunday after- 
noons, 

It was the first Sunday after school had 
closed for the summer in 1949 when he 


proposed. He and I had been out riding 


and had parked on a high hill that over- 
looked our town. It was just after dusk 
and we could see lights going on in the 
homes all over town. The scene was so 
warm and comfortable. 

“It’s moments like these when I feel 
lonely.” said Randy. “Seeing all those 
little houses there with so much life. Then 
when it’s time for me to go home I must 
go into my little shell all alone.” 

Then he turned to me and said, “What 
my place needs is a woman’s touch to sort 
of brighten it up.” 

He paused for a then said, 
“Cathy, I love you. I think that your touch 
in my home and my heart would brighten 
up my drab life and make a new man of 
me. Will you be my wife?” 

I had been expecting Randy to propose 
for weeks. I knew that he was not the ro- 
mantic sort but I was somewhat disap- 
pointed. It was not the proposal I had 
dreamed of, the tempestuous moment when 
he would take me into his arms, smother 
me with kisses and set my entire body afire. 

Even though I was disappointed in his 
proposal, I accepted and we set the wed- 
ding date for August. 

When I told Mom and Dad I was going 
to marry Randy they were horrified. 

“Oh, Cathy, how could you?” Mom 
asked. “A man old enough to be your 
father!” 

I tried to assure them that age would be 
no barrier between us, but they were ada- 
mant. Dad, a friend of Randy’s for years, 
went over to his home to try to persuade 
him to change his mind, but it was no use. 
After that Randy and Dad weren't speak- 
ing and Dad would leave the room when- 
ever Randy came to see me. However. to 
keep some semblance of peace in the fam- 
ily Dad agreed to marry us. But he made 
me know that it would be the most dis- 
agreeable service he would ever conduct. 


second, 


MONTH before the wedding Lonnie 

came down from Chicago to lend a 
hand in trying to get me not to go through 
with our marriage. Between Lonnie and 
Mom, I didn’t get a moment’s rest. They 
painted the blackest picture possible. My 
family and all my friends predicted our 
marriage would be on the rocks in four 
years. 

“T admit he looks years younger than he 
actually is and that there are youthful old 
people and many youngsters who are ma- 
tured beyond their years,” said Lonnie. 
“But believe me, little sister, neither you 
nor Randy fit into that pattern. Time is 
catching up with the old boy. You shouldn’t 
be fooled just because he coaches all the 
high school athletic teams. That’s no in- 
dication that he’s still a young man. Why 
ten years ago when he was coaching me, 
he was loping around the football field 
as though he thought he was still in college 
and he looked pretty silly even then. You’re 
a nice kid, Cathy, but face it. Emotion- 
ally, you’re not fully mature. And another 
thing, if you two have children, their play- 


mates will kid them about having a grand- 
father for a daddy.” 

Lonnie’s remark stuck in my craw, but 
I took his digs without batting an eye. 

Mom was more subtle in her approach 
than Lonnie. Her arguments were about 
the same as his but she was more tactful. 

One night after everyone had gone to 
bed, and I was about to doze off to sleep, 
Mom came into my room, sat on the edge 
of the bed, and gently began to rub my 
forehead as she used to do when | was 
wearing pigtails and couldn't go to sleep. 

“Cathy,” she began. “Don’t think your 
daddy and I are just being plain mean be- 
cause we don’t want you to marry a man 
twice your age, but we are your parents 
who love you and are concerned about 
your happiness. If I thought you would 
remain happy through the years I would 
be pushing you to the altar. But when 
you are 47 you will have an old man of 71 
on your hands. Have you ever thought of 
that?” 

I told her I had. 

Mom continued: “You must also remem- 
ber that the tempo of life of a man of 47 
is nothing near that of a girl of 24. Men- 
tally, emotionally, yes, and even physical- 
ly.” she said, lowering her head to avoid 
my eyes. “You two will be separated by 
an age gap that might prove too wide for 
either of you to cope with. After one 
reaches Randy’s age nobody can stop the 
chemical changes that go on in a human 
body. It’s that change that slows us older 
people down to a walk and changes our 
entire outlook on life. You can no more 
bring your age and Randy’s together than 
you can turn winter into spring. Cathy, 
baby.” she said, as she leaned over and 
kissed me on the forehead, “Please think 
it over. I know what I’m talking about.” 

I thanked Mom for her advice and told 
her I realized that she was doing what she 
thought best. But before she went to bed 
I made her realize I intended to marry 
Randy and that the only thing that would 
prevent it would be a change on his part. 

I didn’t sleep at all that night or the 
next. All the ominous warnings I had re- 
ceived created some doubt within me. But 
the next day as I went ahead with my wed- 
ding plans I also wrote to a matrimonial 
institute in Chicago, told them my situa- 
tion, and asked them to mail me any avail- 
able information on spring-winter mar- 
riages. I received a reply within five days 
and though the answer was not what I 
wanted, it did reveal to me that everyone 
had been exaggerating the dangers. 

The report indicated that any marriage 
where there is a 20-year age difference has 
only one chance in ten to survive. How- 
ever, when that is broken down by sex it 
showed that if the younger mate is a male, 
chances are only one in 18, but if the 
woman is the younger and is at least 25 
years old, chances for survival are one in 
six. 

Then the race angle entered into the pic- 
Older Negro men who married 
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young women made fewer trips to the di- 
vorce courts than whites. Also the amount 
of education each partner had in a winter- 
spring marriage helped lower the odds. I 
learned that the main reason for casualties 
in such marriages was the scheming of un- 
scrupulous young women who marry older 
men for their money. After they dip heavi- 
ly into their mate’s bank accounts. they 
find an excuse to trek off to the divorce 
courts and have the marriage bonds sev- 
ered. 

In the same batch of mail that brought 
my reply from the matrimonial institute 
was the family’s Ebony magazine. In it 
was an article on winter-spring marriages. 
Eagerly I read the article and learned that 
many of our well-known Negro leaders are 
married to women young enough to be 
their daughters. In some cases, they could 
be their granddaughters. 

When the late Bill “Bojangles” Robin- 
son was alive and at 71, he was married to 
a young woman 28. Rev. Adam Clayton 
Powell, Sr., retired 85-year-old pastor of 
New York’s Abyssinia Baptist Church and 
father of the New York congressman, was 
married to a woman 44. There were eight 
other successful winter-spring marriages 
featured in the article so I showed it to 
my family. 

Immediately Lonnie tried to belittle my 
argument by pointing out to me the first 
couple in the article. the late William 
“Gooseneck” McDonald and his fifth wife. 
At that time the aged man was still alive 
in Texas and at 82 was married to a woman 
of 32. Lonnie tried to show me that the 
McDonald May-December marriages had 
not been successful. To squelch his argu- 
ment I pointed out that what he failed to 
notice was that the elderly man had been 
married to his last wife for 12 years. Lon- 
nie looked at the article again. Though he 
did not reply I felt that he seemed to 
realize that he had not made a point in 
his favor. 

I told the family that since I was going 
into the marriage with my eyes wide open, 
that was in my favor. Other factors which 
tilted the scales in my favor were that I 
was a Negro, well educated. almost 25, and 
a woman who was not marrying for money, 


but for love. I told them that with all 
those factors in our favor our marriage 


would be one of the successful ones. 

We sparred back and forth until late at 
night. When we all went to bed we were 
still miles apart in our points of view. My 
family saw that I had no intentions of 
changing my mind so they resigned them- 
selves to my coming marriage. 

A week later Randy and I were married 
and Dad, Mom and Lonnie gave us their 
blessings. For our little town, it was the 
social event of the season. 

We had only three weeks before school 
opened so we drove up to New York on 
our honeymoon. While we were riding I 
was snuggled close to Randy. He became 
very serious and said he realized we had 
taken a chance by getting married because 





of the 23 years difference in our ages. He 
said that until he died his only concern 
would be my complete happiness. He tried 
to make me promise that should I ever tire 
of him or meet a younger man who | 
thought would make me happier to let him 
know. He said he would release me with. 
out any hard feelings. 

I told Randy I didn’t appreciate his ges. 
ture, that I wasn’t a child, nor would I be. 
come emotionally involved with another 
man. I told him that when I said “I do,” 
I took him for keeps. 

While we were in New York we stopped 
at one summer resort just so I could show 
off my new tennis outfit. He and I played 
a few sets of tennis but before long he be- 
gan to tire and as his scoring dropped he 
went off to the side and watched as | 
played with some of the young people on 
the courts. : 

Later we camped out for a few days up 
in the Catskill Mountains. At one of the 
mountain lakes we fished, went canoeing, 
and when we went in swimming he didn’t 
stay in the water long. 

“Td just rather sit here on the bank and 
watch the men envy me for having such a 
lovely wife,” he said. 

I thanked him for all the sweet things he 
said to me. They made me feel that I was 
important to him. I couldn’t help noticing. 
though, how easily he tired of physical ac- 
tivity. 

Soon I was glad more than ever that | 
was married to him. At first I was very 
shy with him. Had I been married to a 
man my own age he probably wouldn't 
have understood me. Younger men have 
petted with girls, but if what my frustrated 
friends tell me is true, they know nothing 
about the art of making love. They are 
naive and completely unaware of how to 
make their wives respond to their love- 
making. The young know-it-all, who hasn't 
been around long enough to discover why 
his wife isn’t aroused, often thinks, “I mar- 
ried a frigid woman,” and begins cheating 
on his wife. The older man has the ma- 
turity to understand. 

Randy was the mature man. He knew 
that I was young, had led a sheltered life 
and that I hadn’t been around men, so he 
was very patient with me. 

Soon I found myself aroused far more 
than I thought possible. He was an artful 
lover and before long had taught me to 
match his ardor. I became extremely pas- 
sionate toward him. Whenever he wasn’t 
around I would find myself worrying that 
he might get hurt in some way. I always 
had a delighted, queer feeling run through 
the pit of my stomach whenever I saw him 
come in through the door. Randy himself 
was so devoted. If he even thought I want- 
ed something. he would see that I got it. 

When we returned to our home town 
everyone was glad to see us, even Mom and 
Dad. At home Randy and I would sit in 
front of our fireplace and dream of the 
places we would see next year. 

It was then that I was again glad that I 





== & we pee See ee Oe el UCU lia 


ome 


—_— Fe eet oe 


i — Fn «i — 9 — en. a 








es. He 


oncern 
e tried 
er tire 
who | 
et him 
> with- 


is ges- 
1 | ‘he 
nother 
T do,” 


opped 
show 
layed 
he be. 
ed he 
as | 
le on 


ys up 
rf the 
eing, 
didn’t 


< and 
ich a 


gs he 
[ was 
cing, 
il ae- 


nat | 
very 
to a 
Idn't 
have 
‘ated 
hing 
are 
w to 
love- 
asn’t 
why 
mar- 
ting 





had married an older man—a man who had 
found his field and was making a success 
of it. Randy was an expert on facing 
problems, regardless of how complex or 


simple. I felt warm, secure and protected 
inside, knowing that I could rely on his 
judgment. 


More and more I felt that if I had mar- 
ried a man of my own age he would be 
wavering because his decision would be 
gleaned from a maturity no greater than 

Another asset I found was that 
had advanced beyond that stage 
he felt that going out a couple of 
nights a week “for a few beers with the 
gang” was great fun. At 24 I was attrac- 
tive and young, and my husband loved to 


mine. 
Randy 
where 


show me off. 


] WAS happy about my marriage. I loved 
my husband and wanted to tell Mom 
and Dad how wrong they had been in their 
predictions. But I felt that it would be 
like rubbing it in. Besides, there 
some things that a husband and wife keep 


were 


to themselves. 

When school opened | returned to my 
teaching job, and the other teachers kidded 
me saying that I went back to my job so I 
could keep an eye on Randy. Soon other 
people began sniping at me and my job, 
saying that since I was married and my 
husband had a good job I ought to resign 
and let some single person have it. I 
wanted to keep on teaching, but Randy, 
Mom and Dad all agreed that in order to 
keep good feelings in the town I should 
resign at the end of the season. 

No couple ever enjoyed more happiness 
than Randy and I did that first year of our 
marriage. But soon after our first anni- 
versary I began to notice that Randy be- 
came less and less the lover he had been. 
I couldn’t understand him. I wondered if 
his love for me was cooling off. Whenever 
I tried to talk to him about it, he would 
just laugh and say it was my imagination. 
He made me feel as though I had to beg 
him to make love to me. I began to think 
of what Mom had told me before I was 
married. First I tried to check my grow- 
ing impatience, then I began looking for a 
new outlet. To use up my excess energy 
I began making myself all kinds of clothes, 
and when I tired at the sewing machine I 
would tackle the house. I decorated it all 
by myself and found myself changing the 
furniture around twice a month. 

Among the clothes I made were sheer 
nightgowns and negligees. I wore them 
for Randy but they seemed to have little 
effect on him. I was broken-hearted but I 
had no intention of letting people learn 
that I couldn’t hold on to my husband and 
having them say, “I told you so.” 

Last September Paul Bray came to our 
town to teach English in the high school. 
He was also to relieve Randy of many of 
We had him over for 
town. 


his coaching duties. 
dinner the Sunday 
Paul was a carbon copy 
must have looked like 18 years ago. He 


he was in 
of what 


first 
Randy 





was 30. t His 
manners were as polished as my husband's. 
For the next few months I found myself 
comparing him with Randy. I even began 
to speculate on what would have happened 
if I hadn’t been married to Randy when 
Paul came to town. At times I wished I 
At many of the infrequent 
it would be 


all. good-looking and single. 


had waited. 
times Randy made love to me, 
Paul I was thinking of. 
Whenever any gave a party 
Paul was always included. Knowing that 
he would be there made me want to attend 
all the more. It amused Paul the way all 
the young women were trying to catch him 
but it made me sick at the For 
more than a year I thought constantly of 
Paul but I had no intentions of letting him 
times I thought he 
as if he were reading 


of our set 


stomach. 


know. However. at 
looked embarrassed- 
my mind. 

Day after day for months I dreamed of 
the time when I hoped Paul would hold me 
close I know my 
thoughts were wicked but they made living 


his big strong arms. 


with Randy more bearable. Being in a 
small town made me guard my actions 


toward him for I realized that the slightest 
flirtation, however harmless, would be suf- 
ficient to on a 
field day. 

It was last April when a delegation of 
parents and teachers from the Negro high 
school and elementary school went to do 
some lobbying at the state capital for state 
money to enlarge and equip our schools. 

Two carloads of us made the 60-mile 
trip that Monday morning. Before leaving 
I had promised Mom and Dad that I would 
be back that night so as to open my home 
to visiting ministers coming to our town 
for the quarterly convention. I always felt 
obligated to invite the clerics to stay in our 


send the gossip-mongers 


two extra bedrooms whenever they were 
visiting because of the courtesy they ex- 


tend to Dad when he visits their churches. 

There were five in our car. I was the 
only woman. I went along for the ride 
and because Paul was going. During the 
trip he sat up front with Randy and I sat 
in the rear with the other two men. While 
we were driving I had a long time to com- 
pare Randy and Paul. They looked so 
much alike that Paul could have been Ran- 
dy’s son. Randy was a bit stooped as he 
drove and when I could catch a glimpse of 
his face in the rear-view mirror I noticed 
the lines in his face seemed deeper that 
morning than ever and that Paul looked 
like a Greek god. 

When we arrived in the state capital we 
immediately went to the capitol building. 
The state senator and two assemblymen 
from our district were there to greet us. 
They took us in to see the Governor, who 
said he realized that we needed additional 
equipment and that he would do what he 
could to see that the appropriation was 
passed by both houses of the legislature. 
Other bills were being debated in the sen- 
ate and by the time it was sent to the lower 


house it was late in the afternoon. 








WIDE SHOES 
“Support Your Arch in Style’ 


WIDTHS C TO EEE 
SIZES 4 TO 12 














“HILDA” 
Sizes 4 to Il 
only 
Black Suede 
Navy Suede 


8% 


WE PAY POSTAGE 
WHEN YOU SEND 
MONEY WITH 
ORDER 








“JEWEL” 
With fashion- 
able new 
beading 
Black Suede 
Navy Suede 


~ WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


SYD KUSHNER 


DEPT. 1-3 733 SOUTH ST. 
PHILADELPHIA 47, PA te 












A DOCTOR’S 
PRESCRIPTION 
FOR THE SCALP 





The hair roots are in the scalp. The condition of your 
hair does often — heavily on the natural health of 
your scalp. Yea Dr. Carnot invented a medicated 
tar formula called CARB BONOEL which is mixed with 
Sulphur, Resorcin and Balsam of Peru. Carbonoel is 
such a strong, powerful antiseptic and does such fine work 
in helping an itchy, bumpy and externally irritated scalp, 
that many doctors regard it highly and prescribe it for 
many scalp troubles. If your scalp needs a double 
strength tar formula, write for this Doctor’s genuine 
—_ formula now. It will be sent to you all mixed and 
ready to use. Use it for 7 days, and if you are not satis- 
fied, your money back. Pay 7 ose 59 on delivery. This 
includes everything. Don’t pay a You get it 
with full directions. Use th 

ak your money can buy. 
deserve fine care. Write now. Send no money. 
name and address to— 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC., Dept. Y-6 
337 Kings Highway, Brooklyn 23, New York 


Just your 





in your community or travel. Wave Train- 
ing Plan, welcomed by doctors, prepares you 
for experience—at homein spare time. Many 
earn while learning. NO HIGH SCHOOL 
NEEDED. Ages 18 to 55 accepted. Nurses 

Outfit included. Easy p . Informa- 

tion & sample of — Free. Write today. 


Wayne School of Nursing, Inc., 
2525 Sheffield Ave., io EX-14, Chicago 14, M1. 


Excellent 
Earning 
Opportunity 
for Full or 
Spare Time 








65 








a Ste gO eee 





| 
| 
. 
| 
i 
| 
| 
| 


j 





We stayed in the halls of the capitol 
building waiting to hear the good news, 
but soon one of the assemblymen came and 
said that the house was about to adjourn 
until the next day and that our money bill 
would be the first on the agenda. 

That meant that we would either have to 
spend the night there or make the trip 
again the next morning. Everyone agreed 
to stay but I couldn’t because of those 
visiting ministers. Then Paul said, “Either 
Randy or I should be at school coaching 
our track team for the state spring prep 
relays.” 

Since Randy was one of the leaders in 
the delegation, Paul insisted that he be the 
one to return. “Okay,” said Randy. “You 
seem to get more from the boys than I do 
anyway. If you will drive Cathy back with 
you that will kill two birds with one stone. 
[’ll return tomorrow on the train.” 

Since Randy and the others in the party 
had not intended to spend the night there 
we drove them to the shopping district for 
pajamas and whatever else they would 
need. After they finished shopping we 
drove them to a hotel. When I kissed Ran- 
dy goodbye he said, “This will be the first 
time since we were married that we have. 
been parted.” 

We kidded about our first separation, 
then Paul and I drove off. 

Sitting there next to Paul, knowing that 
| would be alone with him for almost two 
hours, excited me with delight. 


Mile after mile we sat next to each other - 


talking about inconsequential things and 
watching the highway race toward us and 
disappear under the car. Soon it began to 
drizzle and before long the drizzle turned 
into a steady rain. To keep from closing 
the window on my side of the car I sat 
closer to Paul. Before long it appeared 
that the heavens had released the flood 
gates of a dam and let loose a giant deluge. 
We could hardly see 20 feet ahead of the 
car. 

\fter we drove cautiously down the high- 
way for about a mile, Paul saw an old 
abandoned filling station. 

“Let’s pull in there until this lets up,” 
he said as he slowly inched the car off the 
road. 

Slowly he eased under the canopy, try- 
ing to look out for nails. 

“Would just be our luck to have a flat . 
here and have to spend the day,” he said. 

“Would that be so bad?” I asked coyly 
as the car came to a stop out of the rain. 

“There was a time when I used to dream 
of having things I knew could never be 
mine, but now that I’m a big boy I have 
stopped my wishful thinking,” Paul said 
significantly. 

“What is it you are afraid to dream of 
having now that you think is beyond your 
reach?” I asked, my heart beating wildly. 

“Let’s just say that I know that the 
precious jewel belonging to one of my dear 
friends cannot be mine,” he said. 

I didn’t answer. 
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Suddenly I felt Paul’s hand taking my 
hand into his. His touch made me hold 
my breath. 

“Cathy, you love Randy, don’t you?” he 
asked. 

“Yes, yes, I do, Paul,” I said hesitantly. 
“But it just seems that somehow we’ve 
drifted apart.” 

“T may be completely out of line,” said 
Paul. “If I am, please set me straight. 
But—well, to put it in a few words, I love 
you and have loved you ever since I came 
to this one-horse town. Even though you 
have never given me the slightest hint that 
you care for me it’s still torture to see you 
in the arms of another man. When I dance 
with you and hold you in my arms, it’s— 
it’s as though I’ve been reborn again. 
Cathy, darling, many times I’ve been afraid 
you were able to read my mind and were 
embarrassed. But a man can’t help how 
he feels in his heart and all my love is for 
you. That’s why I’m not returning here 
next fall.” 

“Not returning?” I asked in horror. 

“Does my leaving mean so much to 
you?” he asked. 

“Oh, Paul,” I said, looking squarely into 
his eyes and throwing all discretion to the 
winds. “Your being here is the only thing 
that makes living bearable.” 

Then his cheek touched mine and kin- 
dled a flame that swept through my entire 
body. 

I turned and looked into his pleading 
face. Our burning lips met. We were 
kissing. softly then almost savagely. Slow- 
ly, my fingertips traced the slight lines in 
his face. It had been a long time since I 
had known the sweetness and agony of de- 
sire. As though it was prearranged, a sav- 
age clap of thunder made us release our 
tempestuous embrace. 

“Cathy, darling, please tell me that you 
love me,” pleaded Paul. 

“Oh, I do. I do love you and have loved 
you almost since you first came into my 
life. Whenever you held me in your arms 
while we were dancing, I was in heaven,” 
I told him. 

We sat watching the rain as it began to 
slacken. Paul’s voice broke the silence. 

“What are we going to do, Cathy? We’ve 
got to come to some sort of decision. This 
sort of thing can’t be allowed to go on un- 
checked,” said Paul, glancing down at me. 
“Will you divorce Randy and be my wife?” 

He must have seen the confused look I 
had on my face. 

“T will abide by anything you decide. 
You realize that I don’t have much to offer. 
But I will do all I can to make you happy. 
Your happiness is all that concerns me,” 
he said. 

All of a sudden the horror of what I 
was doing struck me. 

“Divorce Randy. I don’t think I can do 
that to him,” I gasped. “I just can’t!” 

“No. No, I don’t think you can hurt 
anyone. That’s one of the many reasons I 
adore you,” he said. The rain lifted then 


and we drove the rest of the way, carefully 
avoiding the discussion. 

In the house, Paul sat down beside me, 

“T love you, Cathy, and if you love me 
then come away with me. We can build a 
new life for ourselves,” Paul said. “But 
one thing I won’t do is mar your life by 
having an affair with you.” 

I pulled him toward me hungrily, desper- 
ately. 

“Don’t force me to make love to you, 
dear,” he warned. “If we can’t respect 
your husband, we’ve got to respect our- 
selves.” 

Then he added: “I’m leaving here when 
school closes next month. I’m going up to 
DePaul University in Chicago for my Mas. 
ter’s Degree in education this summer. I’d 
give anything to have you join me there as 
my wife.” 

I asked him for time to think it over. | 
promised that I would try to give him my 
answer before he left. 


THE NEXT day Randy came home elated 
from the state capitol. The appropria- 
tion had been granted. 

“Only drawback,” said Randy, “is that 
the state educational board wants us to 
have a ten-week summer session here and 
of course I'll have to stay and teach one 
of the classes. That means we'll have to 
put off our trip until the middle of August, 
but I know you won’t care.” 

I told him it would be all right with me, 
though it didn’t make too much difference 
one way or the other. 

Randy said the addition to the school 
would be ready next fall. They would 
need seven new teachers, maybe more. I 
wanted to return to teaching because he 
was afraid there would be difficulty find- 
ing the qualified number who would want 
to bury themselves in our little town. He 
also said that because of the increase in 
size of the school he would have to devote 
his entire time to school matters and leave 
all athletics to Paul. I hated to think how 
Randy would feel when he learned Paul 
was not returning. 

Three weeks later at the senior prom 
held in the high school gym Randy and I 
were enjoying ourselves. It was fun watch- 
ing the young high school graduates enjoy- 
ing themselves. We were sitting on the 
sidelines when Paul came up and asked 
me for a dance. 

As we swayed to the music, Paul whis- 
pered: 

“Tomorrow is the last day of school and 
I'm leaving Saturday Made up your mind 
yet,” he asked. 

I told him that I was still undecided. 

“Well, if you make up your mind in my 
favor you can write me at school.” 

“This is goodbye, darling. I’m leaving 
after this dance,” he said. 

There was a weak feeling in the pit of 
my stomach. 

The next day Paul came by our home 
and told us goodbye and when I saw him 
get into the taxi I felt as though part of 
my life was going with him. 
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Three weeks later we received a card 
from him in Chicago, saying that he was 
working hard on his degree and that he 
would graduate this summer. He also had 
his return address on it, and I imagine the 
address was for me so I would know how 
to contact him. 

It was about that time that the summer 
heat became almost unbearable. I com- 
plained about the heat so often that one 
night Randy said, “Why don’t you go up 
to Chicago and visit your brother Lonnie? 
| read where that city is having a chilly 


spell.” 
“But we were supposed to go together,” 
| said. 


“There’s no need for you to suffer in this 
inferno. School will be out in a few weeks. 
Then I can join you up there later,” he 
said. 

I agreed to go. I was also glad to get a 
chance to see Paul without being so ob- 
vious. 

Two days later I kissed Randy goodby 
at the station and was on my way to Chi- 
cago. I felt almost sure that it was the 
last time I would ever kiss Randy. As I 
flopped down in a soft plush seat I didn’t 
feel elated at all as I had anticipated I 


would. Instead, I felt a slight twinge of 
regret. I was genuinely disturbed about 


what my leaving Randy would do to him. 

Watching the telephone poles race by the 
window, I became restless and decided to 
go back to the club car where I could get 
abetter view of the passing countryside. 

Before I entered the car I could hear 
many people laughing and talking, as 
though a party was going on. I sat in a 
lounge chair next to a woman about fifty. 
She smiled and soon we began talking like 
old friends even though we hadn’t had an 
introduction. First, she pointed out to me 
an elderly couple at the bar buying drinks 
for some soldiers. 

“They are on their way back to Nash- 
ville to celebrate their Silver Anniversary. 
They said they wanted to be re-married in 
the same church where they took their wed- 
ding vows 25 years ago,” she said. 

“Isn’t he much older than she?” I asked. 

“She admits to 47 and he says he’s 70.” 

There didn’t seem to be too much dif- 
ference in their ages. My companion said 
they were buying drinks for everyone who 
came into the car. 

lasked her if she didn’t think it was dan- 
serous for people with such wide age gaps 
between them to marry. 

“It didn’t seem to be bad for that couple. 
Itdepends on the people,” she said. 

To make conversation and to try to ra- 
tionalize my own problem I put up all the 
arguments that Mom and Lonnie had used 
mme. The children’s playmates teasing 
them about having a grandfather for a 
daddy, the emotional difference, the physi- 
tal argument—everything. 

She wouldn’t hear any of them. “If a 
girl and man love each other there should 
beno trouble. You know there are some 
people who must change their mates at 
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like a magnet attracts iron? 
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DRAWS. This exotic special mixture of perfume comes 
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Movie Stars who know! If after using “PARFUM 
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lutely and positively that it does the trick, EVERY 
CENT BACK. We don’t want a nickel until you get it, 
we don’t keep a penny unless you are ONE HUNDRED 
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Hollywood 28, Calif. 
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SET TO MUSIC 
* Submit one or more of your best poems 
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poem for details and information. 
Phonograph Records Made 
% FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 
228 Beacon Bidg., Boston 8, Mass. 
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| Spells, Cold Sweats 


Famous medicine gave 
her help she needed 
during “Change of Life” 
Miss Allie Moe Sim- 
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hot flashes, cold sweats 
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Life”’ 
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f ‘How thankful I am for 
Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription! It 


gave me just the relief I needed and I 
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distress due to “Change of Life’, try 
this remarkable medicine. It works 3 
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least twice a year and once they get started 
they can’t seem to stop. It’s ridiculous to 
think that age is a barrier to love,” she 
said. “Why there have been many suc- 
cessful marriages between older men and 
young women.” 

We sat there for hours talking, with her 
doing most of it. Presently the celebrat- 
ing couple came to me and invited me to 
have a drink with them. I told them I 
would have a coke and the man, almost 
old enough to be my grandfather, brought 
me two saying that he was going to sit 
there until I drank them both. 

He told me that he and his wife had 
three children. The youngest girl was at- 
tending Dillard University in New Orleans. 
I congratulated them and soon he drifted 
away to another new and started 
his speech all over again. 

After he had gone, my woman compan- 
ion opened her wallet and showed me a 


comer 


picture of an elderly man. 

“Your father?” I asked. 

“No, my husband,” she replied. 

“Oh. I'm sorry. I didn’t mean : 

“Oh, that’s all right. I don’t mind. Many 
people thought he was my father and he 
and I took it as a joke. He died two years 
ago. Had he lived another seven months 
we would have celebrated our silver anni- 
versary too.” 

I told her that it 
didn’t live. 

“Yes, it is a pity. Often when I realize 
he is gone I feel sad, but when I remember 
that for almost 25 years I was the happiest 
woman on earth, then I tell myself that I 
have nothing to complain about. Neither 
he nor I expected him to live as long as 


was too bad that he 


he did. He was in the first world war, an 
officer, and was gassed after giving his 


mask to one of his men. He was almost 
25 years older than me and when I told my 
family we were going to be married they 
almost had a fit. After our marriage he 
had to spend at least four weeks a year in 
the hospital and as the years passed he 
spent more and more time each year there. 
When I was him just a 
few months before he died, he told me that 
he didn’t think he would be around much 
longer. 

“We never had too much money but I 
Cali- 


bringing home 


knew he had always wanted to see 
fornia before he died. Even though he 
tested that we couldn’t afford it, I packed 
up and we went out there. He loved it 
and was able to enjoy it a month before 
the end.” She sat back in the chair, looked 
at his picture and said, 
“If I had it to do all 
wouldn't hesitate a moment to marry him. 
The part that will always make me feel 
good is that he knew how I felt about him. 
He gave love that no young man could 
ever be capable of giving. Many a younger 
but I caught 


pro- 


over again | 


man almost turned my head, 
my balance before it was too late.” 

I couldn’t help but feel that even though 
was 


she was alone she genuinely happy. 


We sat there chatting for a couple of 


As we neared Memphis, my com. 


As she left the 


hours. 
panion got her bags ready. 


car she leaned over me and said, “If yoy 
are ever in Memphis look me up.” 
A few miles out of Memphis | sent Paul 


a wire in Chicago, telling him I was op 
my way and for him not to show up at the 
station, because Lonnie was meeting me, 
I wired that as soon as I found the oppor. 
tunity I would call him. 


y= THE train pulled into the Chi. 

cago station Lonnie was there to meet 
me. Stepping off the train into the chilly 
climate was like stepping into another 
world. 

On our way home Lonnie wanted first. 
hand news about Mom and Dad. Then, 
“How is Randy? Tell you the truth | 
never would have thought that you would 
stick to him this long. But believe me, 
I'm glad you did. He’s really a nice guy.” 

I didn’t answer. 

At Lonnie’s apartment. 
lunch for me when we arrived. 
over old times. 

The next day after Lonnie had gone to 
his law office, I found an excuse to go 
down town. I told Brenda not to expect 
me back too soon because I might stop by 
and see an old college chum of mine. 

As soon as I left the house I found a 
telephone in a corner drugstore. | called 
Paul. He was at home studying. Where 
was I? Could I speak? When could he 
see me? Had I made my decision? 

“Hold on, darling. One question ata 
time. Yes, I’ve made up my mind. I'l 
be there in less than an hour.” | said. 

I caught a taxi and rushed over to his 
apartment. 

Paul must have 
window when we drove up for as soon as] 
entered the building he buzzed the down 
stairs door to let me in. 

I ran up to the steps to meet Paul. 

We both stood there motionless and 
stared. at each other. This was the moment 
we had both dreamed of. Paul smiled 
eagerly. When he took a step near me my 
purse fell from my hand to the floor. | 
wanted to move to him, but couldn’t. Then 
tears began to well in my eyes. I had to 
turn my face from him. Suddenly he was 
holding me in his arms, caressing me. 
“There, there, darling. It’s all right. Its 
been a long time for me. too,” he said. 

But it wasn’t all right. There was 4 
third being in the room with us. It had 
been there all along and would always be 
there to mar our happiness if Paul and! 
tried to break God’s sacred laws. The 
third being in there with us was Ranty 
and I couldn’t deny it. 

“What's wrong, Cathy? 
Paul pleaded. 

“I don’t know,” I said but I did know. 
The bond of love—infatuation—or what 
ever it was that had held Paul and me t& 
gether had snapped. You can’t live with 
a man two years w:ihout some of the goot 
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ness he possesses rubbing off onto you. 
That was what had happened to me. Randy 
had become a part of me and now I 
couldn’t let him go. 

Paul, gentle Paul, knew what to do. 
“Darling, you came to tell me that it’s 
Randy, didn’t you?” he said as if he had 
to pull each word forcibly from his throat. 

“That’s not why I came. but—” I stam- 
mered. 

“But now you know it is,” he said. 

I nodded “yes.” As I reached for my 
purse, he picked it up for me. He put it 
under my arm and as he opened the door, 
his eyes caressed me tenderly. 

“[’'m sorry, Paul. So terribly sorry,” I 
said. 

“Don’t be. You just came here to see 
an old friend. Don’t try to understand it. 
You have a lifetime ahead of you with 
Randy to forget we ever met.” 

I knew he was hurt. It would have to 
hurt if no more than his pride. But I 
knew that the hurt was deeper than that. 
I prayed to God that He would make Paul 
understand and help him to forgive me. 

As I walked out that door I had made 
up my mind. Paul had helped me. To 
him I would always be grateful. I wanted 
to tell him that somewhere within the inner 
recesses of my heart there would always 
be a small corner where I would love him 
and thank him. 

I hurried down the steps and hailed a 
taxi to take me back to Lonnie and Bren- 
da’s. 

I had been gone less than an hour. 

“Back so soon?” asked Brenda. 

“My friend wasn’t home and I just didn’t 
feel like going to the loop alone,” I said. 
“I'm calling Randy and am going back 
to him regardless of how hot it is down 
there. We will make the trip up here to- 
gether in a few weeks.” 

It was Saturday and Randy would be at 
home so I called him immediately and told 
him that I would be there as soon as plane 
could make the trip. 

“What about all this heat down here?” 


he asked. “It’s hotter today than ever.” 

“Heat or no heat, I’m coming to you as 
soon as the first plane will get me there, 
darling.” I said happily. 

Lonnie came home from the office to 
drive me to the airport. We were just in 
time to make a flight that would have me 
back to Randy in less than three hours. 

As the plane sailed through space to- 
ward our little town, I was wishing it was 
a jet so I could be back in Randy’s arms 
sooner. Up there in the clouds watching 
the little towns, and cities pass beneath 
us, I thought of how close I had come to 
wrecking two—maybe three lives. I’m sure 
had I discussed my problem frankly with 
Randy sooner, we could have adjusted our 
intimate life with each other without my 
getting so near disaster. 

I was indebted to so many people for 
my escape. Mom and Dad’s earlier train- 
ing had its effect. My elderly companion 
on the train who had lost her husband 
surely had her influence and the old cou- 
ple celebrating their 25th anniversary were 
an inspiration to any married couple. 

As for Paul—I had gone to his apart- 
ment, committed to him although I hadn’t 
said so. He had allowed me to leave un- 
harmed. But above all it was Randy, my 
husband. whose goodness had become a 
part of me, that gave me courage to weath- 
er the storm. 

It was a long three-hour ride from Chi- 
cago to my home, but it was a longer 15 
minutes to the airport after the hostess 
asked us to put on our safety belts before 
landing. : 

The wheels of the plane touched down 
on the southern airport and when I got off 
and came through the gate and saw my 
Randy I felt as though a heavy load had 
been lifted from my heart. 

As we drove back to my town I was de- 
termined to lay a rock foundation under 
our marriage that would result in the kind 
of love that flourishes through the years 


THE END 


and never dies. 





Stars And Numbers 


(Continued from Page 10) 


noon and evening of the 3rd, morning of 
the fourth, and the afternoons and evenings 
of the 13th and 27th. 

There are also good times for parties and 
gatherings. The real high tide for romance 
is evident on the 7th and 8th of June, when 
the Full Moon occurs. These two days 
are not quite the best, however, for mar- 
tiage ceremonies. 

Lucky number combinations for June 
are: 1,5 and 6; 1, 4 and 8; 3, 6 and 9; 
2.4 and 7. The number five (5) is im- 
portant throughout June. Numbers 2, 5 
and 9 will have emphasis during the final 
week of the month. 


My June offering of selected days which 
will favor the conduct of important affairs 
for those born under the 12 signs of the 
Zodiac are: 

Aries: 3, 7, 8, 12, 14, 19, 22, 27. 

Taurus: 1, 4, 9, 12, 16, 18, 22, 27. 

Gemini: 2, 4, 8, 12, 17, 20, 22, 30. 

Cancer: 3, 8, 9, 13, 16, 22, 24, 29. 

Leo: 2, 4, 7, 9, 13, 19, 22, 27, 28. 

Virgo: 1, 4, 9, 12, 19, 23, 27, 28 29. 

Libra:.3, 4, 7,12, 13, 19, 22, 28. 

Scorpio: 1, 4, 9, 12, 14, 19, 22, 27. 

Sagittarius: 2, 7, 8, 9, 13, 19, 25, 28. 

Capricorn: 3, 7, 9, 10, 12, 19, 23, 28. 

Aquarius: 5, 9, 11, 13, 18, 20, 25, 28. 

Pisces: 3, 8, 12, 14, 19, 21, 23, 26, 28. 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? If not this informa- 
tion will be supplied you if you send a self- 
addressed, stamped envelope to Helen 
Sides, Tan Confessions Magazine, 1820 S. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois. 


Passion 
Was My 
Downfall 
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them are going into Memphis Saturday to 
buy their dresses. I—I ... well. won’t 
you talk to Mother and get her to let me go 
along? It would be fun, and the first time 
I’ve bought anything for myself—” 

Daddy surprised me. “We've been talk- 
ing about you and graduation, Judy,” he 
said. ‘“‘We agree that it’s time for you to 
have a little fun—” 

Quickly, I tried to win the second point 
I had in mind. “And, Daddy, I'l like to go 
to the commencement dance!” 

He frowned momentarily. 

“T don’t know about that, Judy,” he said. 
“Dancing can be dangerous.” 

“But all the girls are going,” I said. the 
early joy of our conversation forgotten. 
“And, I’ve been asked—” 

“You mean by a boy? 

“Johnny Brooks—” 

“Hmmmmm,” Daddy was _ thoughtful. 
“Johnny seems like a nice boy, but—” 

“Oh, please, Daddy,” I begged, stepping 
closer to him. “I know what you’re think- 
ing. But, just this once. I won’t do any- 
thing wrong, I promise.” 

Daddy went back to currying the horse, 
and I stood there, twisting my fingers, fear- 
ful that he would say no. He looked up 
after a long while and said: 

“Judy, I guess it will be all right for you 
to go to the dance—” 

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said, tip-toeing 
to plant a kiss on his cheek. 

“Wait.” he said, standing me down on 
my feet. “You know what goes on in this 
family. I’m against it—but, it’s your moth- 
er’s side of the family. Be careful, or else 
I won't be able to take up for you again. 
Mother doesn’t want to let you go—but, 
I'll convince her.” 

The way he said it made me realize that 
even Daddy wondered whether or not I was 
just like Aunt Lue. But, he had granted 
my wishes. I was happier than ever be- 
fore in my life. 

That Saturday, the girls and I went to 
Memphis. I bought my first outfit. It was 
beautiful. The dress was light blue, cut 
low, with a dark blue, chiffon yoke. The 
yoke was so thin it looked almost like it 
wasn’t there. The clerk who sold it to me 
said I looked like a different girl with it 
on. She sold me sandals to match. She 
also told me to wear a little lipstick and 
put a nice flower in my hair. 

The night of the dance, Johnny was 
waiting in the living room as I entered 
with my new outfit on. Aunt Minnie was 
there, too—she had come in while I was 
dressing—talking to Mother and Daddy. 


69 


Who?” 











They all turned and stared at me, as if 
they were seeing a ghost. They made me 
feel so self-conscious. Johnny got up from 
the sofa and started toward me, but Aunt 
Minnie stopped him. 

“Young man,” she said sternly, “if you 


are here to see Judy, you can leave. And, 
don’t come back! She isn’t having com- 
pany and won’t be for some time. You 


can tell that to your friends!” 

Johnny looked at her as though she had 
shot him. He didn’t know what to do or 
think. I wanted to rush over, grab his 
arm, and run out of the house. But, I 
was too weak to move. 

Johnny finally turned to look at Daddy. 

“Is that right. Mr. Green?” Johnny 
asked. 

“Yes, that’s right.” Daddy said—and I 
could believe it. “Now, you better leave.” 

Johnny looked at me, wonderment and 
disappointment filling his eyes. “ Bye, 
Judy,” he said, then left the house. 

My hands went out a little, as if to reach 
and hold him. But it was a vain move. 
\ly goodbye to him stuck in my throat. 
Daddy looked at me, shook his head, then 
walked out of the room. 

I turned to Mother. Something in her 
eyes told me that she was on Aunt Min- 
nie’s side. “Go take that dress off,” 
Mother commanded. “If I ever see you 
that near naked again, I will send you 
away.” 

As I turned toward I saw 
crandmother walking into the room. She 
stopped and stared at me.’ 

Then, she said in a low, creaky voice: 


my room, 


Ears coe 


She walked up close to me, reached up 
to my neck, and quickly ripped my new 
dress to the end. Feverishly. angrily, she 
undressed me, stopping only after every 
string of the dress was on the floor. 

I was frozen with horror as she moved 
her weak eyes over my face and shouted, 
“Get out, Lue!” Shakily, she walked over 
to the sofa, sat down, and cried. 

Mother and Aunt Minnie hurried to her 
side. 

“That’s not 
Judy!” 

I stood still, in my slip, scared crazy. 
\fter grandmother realized that I wasn’t 
\unt Lue, she got up and came over to me. 

“T thought you were Lue,” she said, “but 
I'm still not sorry I tore that dress up. 
Don’t ever let me catch you with anything 
like that on again.” 

All the pent-up anger burst out of me as 
I screamed: “What did Aunt Lue do that 
was so bad? Im tired of being pushed 
around just because I look like her!” 

They were all maddeningly silent. 

“Will somebody please tell me?” I asked 
hysterically. “I can’t help who I look like. 
Did any of you ever stop to think that God 
made us look the way he wanted us to 
look?” Tears burst from my eyes and 
cascaded down my cheeks. I felt wretched. 

Mother came over, put her arm around 
my shoulder and guided me to a chair. 
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Lue,” they said, “that’s 


“Sit down, child.” she said in a tired voice. 
“What Lue did doesn’t matter—” 

“Tl tell you this much,” Grandmother 
cut in, “Lue was a bad woman—man crazy, 
that’s what she was.” Then, for the first 
time. I heard the full story about Aunt 
Lue. “I watched her grow up,” Grand- 
mother went on. “I knew she would cause 
trouble. I forbade her to go out with boys 
until she was 21. But, it didn’t do any 
good. The first time she went out with one. 
she got into trouble. She brought a child 
into this family without a name. That 
night, she wore a dress just like the one 
you were wearing tonight. She didn’t have 
a pretty face. but her body was the kind 
men like to hold, just like your body—and 
Lue liked being held. 

“Lue liked being held by any man. After 
that first night. she was held by many men. 
She got married a few years after the child 
was born, but she kept on being held by 
other men. Her husband was a good man. 
He loved her, but she abused his love. 

“She had brought so much shame to the 
family. That was 15 years ago, and this 
family is just getting over it. You ought 
to go away, child—-somewhere where you 
can be trained.” 

My body wracked with unhappiness, | 
faced Mother. “Do you really want me 
to go?” I asked. 

“Of course she wants you to go!” Aunt 
Minnie said, rising to her feet. 

But Mother was tired of Aunt Minnie’s 
dominant manners. 

“Leave Judy alone!” 
and Aunt Minnie shut up. 

Then, Daddy returned to the 
Standing in the doorway. he looked from 
Grandmother to Aunt Minnie. Evidently, 
he had heard everything. 

“T think you both had_ better 
yourselves from the room,” he said rough- 
ly. “This is a matter for us to settle.” 

Aunt Minnie looked at me with utter 
contempt. She opened her mouth to speak, 
but Daddy stopped her. 

“As for you. Miss-high-and-mighty Min- 
nie,” he said, “I think you have hurt Judy 
Before you go, there is 


she commanded, 


room. 


excuse 


too much already. 
one thing I want to set you straight about: 
We are not going to send Judy away. now 
or ever, just to please you. If she goes 
anywhere, it will be because we want her 
to get away from the likes of you and your 
nosey sisters. From now on, Judy is to be 
treated like any other girl her age. 

“T stood by and let you and your mother 
scream at her and let grandma here tear 
but, don’t ever try 
that again, either of you. Judy is the most 
obedient one in this whole family. You 
haven’t got a child at your that 
would take from you or your mother what 
Now. when she 


her dress to shreds; 


house 


Judy has taken tonight. 
should be enjoying herself. 
from high school and all. she’s made mis- 


graduating 


erable just because she happens to look 
like someone else in the family.” 

I felt new affection for Daddy flow 
through my being. He was being magnifi- 





cent. I’d never seen him rise up and take 
those women apart as he did then. 

Daddy continued: “I intend for Judy to 
be treated just like the rest of the girls 
her age. So, don’t go pushing her around, 
Do I make myself clear? From now on,] 
run the house. I say who goes and who 
stays, and that goes for grandma, too.” 

Aunt Minnie got her coat and quietly 
sneaked out of the house. Grandma mum. 
bled something about Daddy’s not having 
any respect for old age and trudged off to 
her room. The three of us—Mother, Dad. 
dy, and I—sat down on the sofa. Mother 
put her arms around me, but said nothing 
As I think of it now. I guess it was a try. 
ing night for her. After all, she had 
joined her mother and sisters in_ their 
hatred for Aunt Lue. 

Daddy spoke. “Judy.” he said, “you are 
a young lady now. You have been a good 
child and I hope I live to see you happily 
married. I’m sorry this happened on the 
night you planned to have fun, perhaps for 
the first time in your life. But. there'll be 
other nights—and nobody to stop you from 
enjoying yourself. There will be men in 
your life. Some will be good, others may 
be bad. Just watch for the signs of love— 
and remember you can’t judge a man just 
by looking at him. Go out and have fun, 
good, clean fun. Be careful. Somewhere 
along the line, you will find true love . .. 
and the right man.” 

I didn’t know exactly what I should say, 
I asked Daddy what were the signs of love. 
He looked at Mother. She nodded for 
him to go on. 

“Part of them I can tell you,” Daddy 
said, “the rest will come with love wher- 
ever you find it. First, you will feel dif- 
ferent about the particular man. And, any 
man who loves you will want to protect you 
and your good name. He will want you to 
be happy. When you’re with him, you 
won't feel afraid. You'll feel like you could 
go to the ends of the earth with him, and 
that he'll go twice as far with you. True 
love is not the kind you have to prove with 
false joy. So, Judy, don’t settle for just a 
good time. Wait for the man you will love. 
Watch for the right signs.” 


DIDN’T know it at the time, but Dad- 

dy wrote the next day to his only sis 
ter, Aunt Lola, in Los Angeles. He ex 
plained there was a lot of unhappiness for 
me at home and asked her if I could come 
live with her for a while. Aunt Lola wrote 
right back, saying she would be glad to 
have me. The first I knew of it was when 
Daddy showed me the letter after the post- 
man came one morning. 

A few days later, I said a tearful good 
bye to Mother and Daddy at the Memphis 
station and left for Los Angeles. 1 was en- 
tering a new world: a new life lay ahead; 
at last, I thought. I was beyond the curse of 
my resemblance to Aunt Lue. 

Aunt Lola Ransom, Daddy’s youngest 
sister, and Los Angeles had something if 
common: she was a widow, the biggest 
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woman I had ever seen. Los Angeles was 
the biggest place I had ever been. Aunt 
Lola welcomed me at the Union Station 
that day in 1943 as though I were her long- 
lost daughter. I soon found out she was 
glad to have me come live with her. She 
had made good money in war work, had 
bought a nice home on the east side of 
town, but was all alone. 

Aunt Lola, perpetually smiling. made me 
feel right at home; she treated me like a 
daughter. Right off, she bought me some 
decent clothes. “We’ve got to get the hick 
out of you, child,” she said. Then, she 
helped me get a job in an airplane plant 
—“so you can learn to be on your own.” 
Aunt Lola was a staunch advocate of peo- 
ple learning to be “on their own” early in 
life. 

All of it was in strict contrast life 
back home. I was grateful. Still, there 
came a time when I longed for masculine 
companionship. I guess it was talking with 
the other stock girls on the job that made 
me feel I needed a boy friend; then. again, 
maybe the “family streak” was coming out. 
All I realized was that I wanted to have 
fun with fellows just like the other girls. 
Yet, when one or two guys on the job asked 
me for dates, I froze up and gave them an 
excuse. 

In that respect, I was all mixed up. 
Everybody seemed to be somebody except 
me. It was a funny thing: I was happy 
about having a job, and living with Aunt 
Lola. Still, I was unhappy, deep down; 
unhappy about life. Something was miss- 
ing. I prayed God to help me find hap- 
piness. 

Now, I know some people will say that 
what happened was a mere coincidence. 
Perhaps it was. But, I prefer to think that 
the good Lord did hear my prayer—that 
he guided Tommy to me. 

Tommy came into my life one night when 
I was home alone. Aunt Lola had gone 
out for the evening and I was taking it 
easy, sitting in the living room with an 
afternoon newspaper. The door bell rang. 
I want to answer it, and looked straight 
into the most effervescent pair of eyes I’d 
ever seen. I just stared at the sailor—at 
his laughing eyes and happy smile; at the 
whole, tall, brown, handsome figure of him. 
It was as though my dreamboat had sailed 
home. 

Something electric passed between us. 

He was the first to speak. 

“I'm Tommy Monroe. Is Mrs. 
in?” 

Oh! I thought. 
hopes sank. 

“No,” I said. “Ah, she’s out for the 
evening. Was she expecting you?” 

“No,” he replied. “I usually drop in 
Whenever I’m in Los Angeles. I was a 
friend of her husband—” 

Somehow gaining the proper presence 
of mind, I asked: “Won't you come in? I 
don’t know when Aunt Lola will be back, 
but you’re welcome to wait—” 

“Thank you,” he said politely. “I be- 
lieve I will come in and take a load off my 


Ransom 


friend. My 


Aunt Lola’s 


feet. By the way, did you say ‘Aunt Lola?’ ” 

“Yes,” I told him, “she’s my father’s sis- 
ter. I’m Judy Green from—from Mem- 
phis.” 

Something propelled my hand out, and 
he took it, saying: “I’m glad to know you, 
Judy.” It seemed like minutes before we 
let go of each other’s hand and sat down. 
I offered to get him a coke. He accepted. 

“Tt’s pretty warm outside.” he said. “I 
could use a cool drink.” 

“T think Ill have one, ” T said. 

Over cokes, we sat and talked. I found 
out that he had been in the navy since 
1941, that he was stationed at San Diego, 
and he was 24 years old—single, too. He 
was from Little Rock, Aunt Lola’s late 
husband’s home town. “But,” he said, “1 
think I'll live in California when I get out 
of service. You can’t beat this country!” 

After a long and enjoyable while, he de- 
cided to leave. 
there until 
didn’t want to appear too anxious. 
hoped he would come back again. 

As he got up to go, he said: “Tell Mrs. 
Ransom I was by. I'll be in town a few 
days. Wondering if she’d mind if I took 
you to 4 show- 

“T don’t know how Aunt Lola will feel 
about it,” I told him, “but, I’d like to go 
with you- 

He smiled, melting my flash of anger. 
“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have put it like 
that. How about tomorrow night?” 

“That'll be fine.” I said, my heart sing- 
ing with joy. 

We said goodnight and he walked out of 
the house to a sporty convertible parked at 
the curb. As he got in and drove off, I 
prayed that he wouldn’t change his mind 
about coming back. 

When Aunt Lola came home, I told her 
that Tommy came by, that we talked, and 
that he was coming back the next evening. 

She smiled as though an idea had struck 
her. “Judy.” she said, “Tommy’s a real 
nice boy. I think he’d be good for you. 
You need to get out and meet more people. 
Have fun. Have a party here, if you like. 
The living room’s all yours. Roll up the 
rug any time.” 

The sun was high when I awoke the next 
(It was Sunday; I didn’t have 
By the time I had taken 


too, 


Aunt Lola came home, but I 
I only 


morning. 
to go to work.) 


a bath and gone to the kitchen, it was 10 
o’clock. 
Aunt Lola was sitting at the small 


kitchen table, drinking a cup of coffee and 
reading the funnies. Hardly looking up, 
she asked: “Well, what’s on my baby’s 
mind this fair morning?” 


“Would you really like to know?” I 
asked her. 
She gave me a “knowing” look. “I 


already know!” 

I walked over to the range, poured my- 
self a steaming cup of coffee, and sat down, 
across the table from her. 

“T think I'll give the living room a good 
cleaning,” I told her. “After that, I'll 
take a shower and dress—” 

Aunt Lola understood why I wanted 


I wanted to keep him’ 
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Beautiful . . . fascinating new styles in WIGS and HAIR 
PIECES made “ot FINER HUMAN HAIR for women of ali 
ages. Prices listed are for shades of black, off-black and 
dark brown. Mixed grey at prices — 
Since 1910, selling th money- 
back basis. Compare Humania's pol a styles, prices. 


No _ 106. 

















No. 
20 


ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head. Curls are cro- 
quinoled . . . $5.95 

Mixed grey, $7.45 


LONG BOB WIG No. 1460. 
(left) Finer quality hair. 
Hand made weft. Part 
either side or center. 
$21.00 

Mixed grey, $24.00 
GLAMOUR (right) 

Has cluster of curls. 
Covers entire head. 


Low price . . . $9.9 
Mixed grey, $12.95 


BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusters at price’ of 
one. Can be combed. 
Very low price, pr. $2.85 
Mixed grey, pair $3.85 
GLAMOUR 

Style 
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BARGAIN CHIGNON 
Large. Has nylon 


PAGE BOY No. 290 
12” wide, about 
Reaches ear toz10” long, $4.95 - net. Glamorous, 
eor ... $1.75 Mixed grey, $2.00. Mixed 


Ex, heavy, $2.95 $6.95 g $3.25 


No. 54.3% 


[BARGAIN PAGE 
BOY. 12” wide. 
















Leueriovs } 
VERSATILE! TRIPLE CURL PAGE BOY 
CLUSTER CURLS) No, 51. Dressed with 
10” long, 4” wide. De-= three rows of beautiful 
signed in “V" shape. eo . Double weft. 11” 
standing value. ° wide. . . $3.75 
pe pee tS at Raa TESS 
State color desired, or enclose sample of your hair. 
We pay postage when full amount is sent with order. 
On C.O.D. Order, send $1.00 deposit, pay balance 
to fi . plus postage charges. 
FREE Request booklet, illustrates all latest styles 
in Wigs and Hair Pieces with prices. 


HUMANIA HAIR CO.>». « 


303 Fourth Ave., New York City 10, N.Y. 
























FURY commands 


and no man can refuse! 


DEAR FRIEND: It was in a café 
in Singapore that I first met 
FURY. She was the most beauti- 
ful and exotic woman I have ever 
known. Men killed each other just 
for her favors. And when she 
beckoned, men leaped to obey. For 
this was the POWER of FURY, 
and no man dared to refuse her. 

And so I blended an exotic per- 
fume called FURY. I called it 
FURY because it captures the 
great POWER OVER MEN that 
And like that exotic dancer, Fury commands, 





FURY had. 
and men leap to obey because they fear FU 

If YOU would like to try the exotic POWER of FURY, 
just send me your name and address. When the postman 
delivers FURY, deposit only $3 plus postage with him (2 


for $5) on My GUARANTEE: Try the POWER of FURY 
for only 10 days. If you are not satisfied, I'll send your 
3 back. But please use FURY carefully. It is very 


powerful. Sincerely yours, 
L. Trulove 


Terry 


58 WALKER ST., NEW YORK 13, N. Y. 


















@ The quick, low-cost WAYNE 
way to a High School 
education. No classes; 
pleasant, spare-time home 
training; college preparatory; 
standard texts; credit for 
past schooling. If you have 
finished 8th grade and are 
over 17 years of age, write 
for free catalog. 

WAYNE SCHOOL 


2527 SHEFFIELD AVENUE . 
Catalog HAS-14 CHICACO 14, it. 
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“Okay,” she said. 


everything just right. 
“Tl help you.” 

At 5:30 p.m., I was ready and waiting 
in my room. At six, the doorbell rang. I 
jumped to my feet, eager to get to the door 
before Aunt Lola. But, she beat me to it. 
I heard Tommy greet her in a soft, calm 
voice, then ask: “Is Judy in?” 

My aunt didn’t need to call me. I took 
one last look in my mirror and headed for 
the living room. Aunt Lola gave me a 
wink as she passed, going to the kitchen. 

Tommy stood by a window. looking out. 
For a second, I just watched him. How 
handsome and tall he was! The navy uni- 
form fitted as if it had been tailored espe- 
cially for him. He must have felt my 
gaze, for he turned. quickly. 

“Oh, hello, Judy.” 

“Hi, Tommy.” I said. My heart did a 
flip as he turned on the charm of his 
bright smile. 

“T guess I’m a bit early,” he said, “but 
the day seemed sé long. I just couldn't 
wait any longer—” 

I invited him to have a seat. He walked 
toward the sofa with graceful, long strides. 
I followed and sat beside him. 

“Have you eaten yet?” he asked. 

“No,” I told him—and suddenly, I was 
hungry! 

“Good. First we’ll go to dinner, then 
take in a movie, and wind up at some club 

-a nice one. How does that sound to 
you?” 

“Just wonderful!” 

We went into the kitchen to tell Aunt 
Lola we were leaving. 

“So soon?” she asked, looking at me as 
if to say. “So. you’re the one who wanted 
to clean the living room!” 

“Well,” Tommy told her, “We’ve got a 
full evening ahead and—” 

“But, Tommy.” Aunt Lola 
thought you’d stay for supper.” 

“Some other time, Lola,” he told her 
“Tonight, I’ve got a queen 


said, “I 


with a wink. 
on my arms.” 

The compliment was unexpected. I 
flushed. Aunt Lola, knowing how I felt, 
didn’t press the issue about supper. 


“Have fun,” she said, as we left the 
house. 

It was the most wonderful evening of my 
life. I enjoyed every minute of it. Riding 


to the cafe in Tommy’s car, I felt as if I had 
suddenly discovered a new world. The meal 
was delicious; our conversation, more so. I 
didn’t really see the movie because Tommy 
held my hand, put his arm around me, and 
leaned close—just as if we had been going 
out together a long time. I was content. 

When the show was over, we drove to a 
nightclub on the East Side, listened to a 
band, watched a chorus line of scantily- 
clad dancers, and had a few drinks. (I 
didn’t let on that I hadn't tasted liquor be- 
fore.) I soon began feeling wonderful. 

I guess Tommy realized I was a little 
high, for when we got back to Aunt Lola’s 
house in the early morning, he asked: “Can 
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you stay and talk a while before you go 
in?” 

“A little while,” J said, trying to be coy. 
But, the truth was that I wanted to stay. I 
didn’t want to be away from Tommy ever! 

We didn’t get far talking, for Tommy 
put his arms around me and held me close. 
My heart beat like little trip hammers as 
his lips brushed mine, then crushed my 
lips hotly. His arms were tight about me; 
but, mine, around his neck, were tighter. 
After what seemed like an eternity of sweet 
nectar. he tried to pull away; but. I 
wouldn’t let him. I held on tight. My 
whole being was aflame, burning, awaken- 
ing new desires, creating chills and tingles 
in my body that I had never felt before. 
that I couldn’t identify. All I knew—and 
cared about—was that I was permeated 
with joy. I didn’t want to quit. 

I stared up at Tommy with stark fear in 
my eyes. Suddenly, I knew the dizzying 
wave of passion which Aunt Bess had 
warned me of—the sin-impelling curse I 
had inherited. 

But, Tommy finally managed to push me 
away gently. He looked at me with warm, 
compassionate eyes, and said: “Take it 
easy, baby. There'll be other times.” 

I was glad he said that. I was glad he 
wanted to see me again because | knew 
that Tommy was the man I'd love forever. 

We sat and talked. He asked how old I 
was. I wanted to lie—to say “25,” to seem 
real grownup. But, I told him the truth. 

“Baby.” he said, “you need a chaperon.” 

He meant it as small talk; but I took it 
the wrong way. I thought I had acted 
childish. So, I said: “I’m sorry I acted 
so silly—” 

He smiled at me. “Oh, your poor icky,” 
he said, kidding. “You got me all wrong. 
What I mean is: I want to be the guy to 
look out for you—to protect you, to keep 
you happy—” 

He took my head gently in his hands, 
his lips close again, and continued: “No, 
you're not silly; you’re sweet. I’m very 
glad I met you and I won't let you go. 
That I promise.” 

“Tl always do what you want me to 
do,” I said, “and that’s a promise.” 

Then we kissed goodnight, like sealing 
a life-long agreement. 

After that night, my whole life was 
I started spending my money for 
clothes—dressed differently. I wore my 
hair differently. a bit saucily. When Tom- 
my managed to get leave, I went out with 
him and we had fun. We talked of love 
and I was sure he was my special guy. 

One weekend, Tommy gave me a present 
—a figure-revealing dress. It was the most 
beautiful thing I had ever owned. After I 
put it on, even Aunt Lola was stunned by 
the sight of me. 

“You're simply 
“But, don’t you think you ought to wear a 
scarf?” 

“Baby.” Tommy cut in, “you don’t need 
a scarf. My arms will keep you warm!” 

I thought Aunt Lola would protest, but 


changed. 


gorgeous,” she said. 





she didn’t. Tommy and I left the house 
and drove to a nightclub in South L.A, 

After I checked my coat, it seemed as 
if every man in the place wanted to dance 
with me. I wouldn’t dance with anyone 
but Tommy. That was one of his orders, 
“When you go out with me,” he said, 
“you'll dance with nobody but me. Prom. 
It seemed a bit silly—or almost like 
he couldn’t trust me—but I promised, 
Anyway. I had a wonderful time that night, 
I was in my glory. Fellows I had seep 
around who hardly ever gave me a second 
look couldn’t seem to take their eyes of 
me. And, even the girls were envious of 
my dress—and the figure it displayed to 
advantage. The dress brought out my true 
womanhood. 


ise?” 


That night. Tommy didn’t take me 
straight home. Instead, he drove along the 
ocean, south, toward San Diego. I didn‘ 


ask him where we were going; I didn't 
want to know. Giddily. I sat close to him, 
watched the moon and stars, half-listened 
to the music coming from the car radio, 
and reviewed the events of the night. Every 
time I remembered how the fellows had 
ogled me, I tingled. It wasn’t the kind of 
thrill I got when Tommy looked at me. It 
was something different. Just a feeling of 
joy. knowing that I could command men if 
[ wanted to. Yet. it might have been long. 
ing for them, the rekindling of the desire 
that led Aunt Lue to shame. 

Thinking about Aunt Lue sort of damp. 
ened my joy. She had been out of my 
mind ever since I found happiness with 
Tommy. 

It was while I was trying to get rid of 
thoughts about Aunt Lue that Tommy 
pulled off the highway and parked. He 
turned off the radio. 

“Do you mind,” he asked. 

“Of course not.” I said. 

Then he leaned closer to me, his eyes lit 
up like the stars in the sky. He took my 
hand in his and said the sweetest words: 

“Judy. I’ve loved you since that night I 
first saw you at Lola’s. Before that, I was 
just a lonesome sailor. drifting from port 
to port. I was bitter about the war, I had 
no goal. But, you changed all that. Your 
honesty, charm, affection all helped make 
a new guy out of me. Since I met you, | 
haven't even smiled at another girl. [I love 
you, Judy—love you with all my heart. 
Will you marry me?” 

Those were words I'd wanted so much 
to hear. I wanted so much to say yes—to 
tell him I loved him as he loved me, that 
I'd be true forever, that I'd try to be a good 
wife. Instead of saying those things, i- 
stead of being the happiest girl on earth, 
I was scared. I wasn’t sure what might 
some day happen when I got into the 
wrong position with a man. Thinking about 
Aunt Lue. and connecting those thoughts 
with the tingle I got when men looked at 
me, made it plain. 

I heard myself spill out my life history. 
all the details that had made my whole 
young life nothing but misery. I told Tom 
my about Aunt Lue—about the whole dirty 
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business of my family throwing her over- 
board. 

He just sat there and listened. When I 
fnished I looked up at him, sorely afraid 
that he didn’t want me any more. He didn’t 
say anything for a while. Then: 

“Judy, you didn’t have to tell me al! that. 
I already knew, for one thing; and, for 
another, it didn’t matter. I’m hopelessly 
in love with you. Will you marry me?” 

With tears of joy welling into my eyes, 
I said: “Yes—” 

Tommy reached into his pocket, pulled 
out a little jewelry box, opened it and 
showed me a ring. I was startled by its 
beauty. The diamond reflected the moon- 
light in little, blue-white rays. He took it 
out of the box and slipped it on my finger. 

“No matter what happens,” he said, “I'll 
always be in love with you.” 

Gently, he tilted my head, 
lips on mine. My arms stole around his 
neck—and we kissed the kiss of those be- 
loved. 

On the way home, Tommy said he had a 
furlough coming up in three weeks. We 
set the date for the second day of his fur- 
lough. He said we'd go off some place, 
far from everybody we knew, and have the 
happiest honeymoon a couple ever had. I 
forgot Aunt Lue 

Almost, that is—for as soon as I was 
back home and in bed, the old doubts be- 
gan pounding through my brain. My mind 
was a sea of ominous thoughts, my heart 
a plaything of fear. How could I prove to 
myself, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that 
I would always be true to Tommy? That 
never would I succumb to the devil that 
grabbed Aunt Lue and steered her wrong? 

I kept thinking about what Grandmother 
had said about Aunt Lue being the kind of 
woman that wanted to be held by any man. 
It frightened me to think what might have 
happened to me if Tommy hadn’t been the 
right kind of man. I asked myself: Would 
Ihave felt the same if some other man had 
kissed me before Tommy did? How would 
I feel if some other man kissed me now? 
Would I surrender to him? 

I tried to shush those thoughts. I told 
myself that I was crazy to even think such 
things. The reason I hadn’t been able to 
control myself with Tommy was because it 
was love at first sight. Yet, I remembered 
the way he told me to keep away from 
other fellows when he wasn’t around—and 
ordered me not to dance with other guys 
when he was around. Did he doubt me, 
too? 

Just the thought that the man I loved 
might doubt me was enough to hurt deep- 
ly. It made me realize that in some way 
Thad to remove all room for doubt. 

Suddenly, bold as a stroke of lightning. 
the answer came to me: the only way | 
could prove to myself that my strength was 
suficient to down all temptation was by 
flirting with temptation itself. That was 
the only true test. I would have to place 
myself in position to meet other men and 
let them place me in a position where only 
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Royal Crown Hair Dress- 
ing gives more LUSTER- 
ACTION because it is made 
of finest ingredients includ- 
ing genuine imported Olive 
Oil. Royal Crown keeps 
your hair soft, lustrous and 
lovely. Still 10¢ and 25c. 








Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him cnn 
‘Darling, I adore you. I w 

ship you. ru do ANYTHING 
for YOU!"’ Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you CONTROL Men. 
One woman told me that 
CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her husband comes 
home at night to help her. 
Just send me your name and address and I will rush 





a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What. a Perfume) to | 


you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 
him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
days. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'll 
send your $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-LC, New York 13 
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MAKE THIS EASY 
7-DAY. TEST! 
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Cowhide - Leopard 


Can be used on both Sides—Printed Heavy Duty 
plastic with COWHIDE design or one side and 
LEOPARD SKIN on the other, 


@ GUARANTEED TO FIT 
@ Reinforced Seams and tie back 
@ Will not crack or Peel—withstands winter cold 
@ Waterproof and stainproof, cleans with damp cloth 
@ Extra strength elastic throughout 
@ AN AMAZING VALUE at $2.98 
@ SMART LOOKING 
ORDER DIRECT FROM FACTORY! 
Front or rear seat only $2.98 or complete set $5.00. pecify 
type A or B. 5-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. Enclose 


check, money order or cash or pay postman on delivery, plus 
postal charges. 


480 LEXINGTON AVENUE 


Reversible Auto Seat Covers 


MARDO SALES CORP. pent. 9186 


NEW YORK 17, N. Y. 
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hair. Use Silky Strate the amazing new 
Cream Home Permanent Hair Straightener. 
ONE TREATMENT LASTS 3 TO 6 
MONTHS. 
Curl ic, Wave it or leave it Straight. You 
can do either with SILKY STRATE... 
SILKY STRATE Cream Hair Straightener 
is sold under this guarantee... 
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Men, Women and Children by the thou- 

sands are switching to SILKY STRATE. 

BUY IT FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY. 
Throw away those Hot Combs and Caus- 






tic Lye Straighteners that may cause dam- 
age to your hair. 

With SILKY STRATE there is NO 
BURN! NO REDNESS! HAIR STAYS 
SILKY STRAIGHT EVEN WHEN WET... 


lf your druggist can’t supply you, write 
Dept. TC-6 


NEWBRO MFG. CO., ATLANTA, GA. 
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strength of character stood between me and 
the fate that befell Aunt Lue. That was it! 

To tell the truth, the idea—and its pos- 
sible consequences—scared me. But, I was 
determined to make the test. So, the fol- 
lowing Friday night, I went flirting, in my 
low-cut dress, at the nightclub out in South 
L.A. 

The men stared as before. This time I 
gave them the “interested” eye and walked 
over to the bar. 

It was fun, in a way. If I ever had rea- 
son to doubt that I could attract men, it 
went a-glimmering that night. Several 
men came over to talk, to make a proposi- 
tion, buy me a drink. or ask for a dance. 
I had never known there were so many 
lonely men in the world—or so many 
wolves. I tried to watch my drinking, but 
otherwise I let myself go. I laughed, joked, 
and danced almost till my feet ached. 
Some of the names I remembered; others 
I didn’t. Bill, Jim, Harry. What did a 
name matter? I was making a test. 

The hours raced by gaily. When I was 
having my last dance of the night (early 
morning, rather) with a fellow named 
Sandy Lee (who wanted to take me home 
—his home), an attendant at the club 
walked up and brought me a little slip of 
paper. I was surprised. On opening it, 
while the attendant waited. I found this 
note: 

“T’d like it very much if you would have 
breakfast with me.—Dan Louis.” 

That was a novel idea—breakfast at 2 
a.m. And, with Big Dan Louis. Why not? 
I told the attendant to tell Mr. Louis I'd 
be delighted! 

Had I known what breakfast with Big 
Dan would lead to, I probably wouldn’t 
have been so quick to say yes. He was the 
man who owned the nightclub and. accord- 
ing to frequent newspaper stories, a 
wealthy sportsman. He was always in the 
news with a beautiful girl. 

It was funny the way the attendant wait- 
ed around until I finished dancing with 
Sandy. Then, after I begged off from San- 
dy, he took me through the club, up a 
short flight of stairs to Big Dan’s well- 
appointed office. It reflected wealth—a 
thick maroon rug, wide, mahogany desk, 
indirect lighting, and electrically-lit paint- 
ings of nudes on the wall. 

The attendant waited patiently while Big 
Dan finished a telephone call. Big Dan— 
tall, smoothly-handsome with cream-colored 
complexion and black, curly hair, and 
dressed 
chair, came around the desk toward me 
and said: 

“Hello. I’m glad you came. I’m Dan 
Louis. My friends call me ‘Big Dan’.” 

“Yes, I know,” I said, tentatively. “I’m 
Judy Green.” 

Big Dan smiled, showing even-set teeth 
that were brown, as if from chewing on 


immaculately—arose from his 


and smoking fat cigars. 

“T like that name,” he said. “Won't you 
sit down. I'll only be a minute.” 

He arranged his desk neatly, locked up 





a safe deposit vault, and took a seat be. 
side me. 

“T guess you’re wondering how I came 
to send for you.” he said. 

“Well,” I said, “your note was short— 
and to the point.” 

He laughed, heartily. “I like the way 
you put that. I guess it was a bold thing 
to do.” Then, in purely business-like 
tones: “I just noticed that you were alone 
and that you seemed to be making a lot of 
my customers—my men customers, that js 
—happy. I thought maybe I could repay 
you by taking you to breakfast and home, 
Guess your sailor friend couldn’t get leaye 
this week—” 

Mention of Tommy upset me for a mo. 
ment. “How did you know about him?” 
I asked. 

“Oh, that’s easy,” he replied, again smil. 
ing. “He brought you here one night. You 
see, I try to be familiar with all my cus 
tomers.” 

“T see.” 

He overlooked my dubious reply. “Well, 
Judy,” he said, getting up, “I know a nice, 
cozy place where they serve the best ham 
and eggs. Shall we go?” 

He took me to an after hours spot on the 
near West Side, we had breakfast, a few 
drinks, and danced. We didn’t talk much 
about ourselves, but I learned that he 
owned two Cadillacs, the nightclub, a hotel, 
and a bar. He was very popular. Someone 
was always dropping by our table to say 
hello. And, Big Dan always introduced 
me as “Miss Judy Green.” One or two 
women callers looked at me as if to ask 
“What’s she got that I haven’t got?” I fig 
ured they were old flames. 

Altogether, it was a nice date. Big Dan 
acted as though he only meant to give me 
an enjoyable time (which didn’t serve my 
purpose). About 5 a.m. he took me home. 
Before he drove off, he asked if he might 
pick me up on his way to the club the 
next evening. 

I saw him the next evening and Sunday 
night as well. When he wanted to make 
it four in a row, I begged off because I had 
to go to work Monday and was already 
tired out from so much nightclubbing. Al- 
though, to tell the truth, Big Dan had treat- 
ed me like a lady in every respect, I was 
getting tired of the relationship. There 
certainly wasn’t any test to being out with 
a gentleman. And, I reminded myself, | 
was supposed to be testing myself. Still. 
I promised to go out with him Friday eve 
ning. 

When I went home Friday afternoon, | 
found a telegram under the door. I thought 
it was for Aunt Lola and was about to put 
it on the kitchen table, when I noticed 
that it was for me. Fear clutched at my 
heart—it was the first telegram I had ever 
received. Was it bad news? Daddy? 
Mother? Tommy? 

I ripped open the yellow envelope. lt 
was from Tommy! While my head went 
spinning, I read his message: 

“I know this will shock you because it 
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shocked me. I’ve got to go on sea duty 
and will be shoving off when you get this. 
Tl be back as soon as Uncle Sam lets me 
come back. Will write. Just-remember I 
love you more than words can say. Go out 
and have a good time, but take care of 
yourself. If you get confused about any- 
thing, just remember my love. Don’t ever 
stop loving me for a minute.—Yours al- 
ways, Tommy.” 

By the time I read and re-read the tele- 
gram, it was wet with my tears. I can’t 
explain in words how I felt. I just cried 
until my eyes were swollen and I could 
hardly see. Our marriage was off. Tommy 
was gone. How would I make out without 
him? Why did he have to go? 

I phoned Big Dan to tell him that our 
date was off—that I had a headache. But, 
he didn’t believe me. “Are you standing 
me up. Judy?” he asked. I told him that 
I wasn’t. to call me for another date— 

After I hung up I thought about Tommy. 
Was he jilting me? Was he really going 
tosea? Or, was this his way of breaking 
off our marriage? 

I tried to fight down the thought—the 
doubt—but it grew deeper and deeper. It 
confused me. made me angry. turned my 
world upside down. Maybe Tommy didn’t 
believe I'd be true to him. I'd show him. 
I called Big Dan up and told him I'd see 
him Sunday night if he liked. I thought | 
detected a note of coldness in his voice, but 
he said he’d pick me up at the usual time. 

That Sunday night sticks in my mind to- 
day like a nightmare. 

It started out with our drinking Tom 
Collins and dancing. Big Dan acted more 
like a customer than the club owner. He 
danced with me all night, bought all the 
food and drinks I wanted—just had him- 
self a great time. After a while, my trou- 
bles were forgotten—and I was having a 
fine time, too. Once, I remember vaguely, I 
even offered a toast to Big Dan. 

“Here’s luck to you, Danny boy,” I said, 
“may you live forever and may I never 
die.” 

He laughed and said, “Let’s dance, 
Judy.” 

“My friends call me ‘Baby,’ ” I told him. 

“Okay, Baby,” he said jokingly, “let’s 
cut a rug!” 

We walked out on the dance floor 
this time Big Dan held me a bit too closely. 
Irested my head on his shoulder. 

As we moved about the dance floor, Big 
Dan whispered in my ear. “Baby, I have 
wanted to hold you like this ever since that 
night you came up to my office. You're 
everything I want.” He talked on and on. 
[heard his voice as if from another world. 

After that dance, we had two more 
drinks, then Big Dan asked me to go for a 
tide. I accepted. He led me by the hand 
to his big, two-toned Cadillac and helped 
mein. I felt so cozy as I rested my head 
on the soft back of the car seat. Big Dan 
got in, started the motor. slipped one arm 
around my shoulder, and drove off. 

I didn’t know where we were going; 





and 


really, I didn’t care. But, when he stopped 
in front of a neat, stuccoed apartment 
building, I asked: “Why are we stopping 
here?” 

“T live here,” he said. “Come on—let’s 
go up, have some more drinks and listen to 
some records.” 

I rolled the window glass down and 
looked out at the building. The cool night 
air slapped against my face; and it felt 
good, soothing. 

Big Dan put his arms around me, hold- 
ing me tightly. 

“Baby.” he said, “I’m never going to let 
you go. How about giving that hick sailor 
his ring back? I'll give you one that'll 
make his look like dime store stuff.” 

I didn’t reply. He squeezed me tighter. 
“Are you going up with me?” he asked. 

“Sure.” I said. 

He tightened his arms and his lips found 
mine. But, his kiss was rough and fright- 
ening, leaving my lips cold and hurting. 
His hands clawed around my shoulders. 

Suddenly a name leaped into my mind— 
Lue, Aunt Lue. Then name— 
Tommy. 

Instantly I hated Big Dan. He tried to 
kiss me again, but I pushed him back. 

“Come on, Baby.” he said feverishly, 
my apartment. We can 
We're two of a 


another 


“let’s go up to 
make life one big party. 
kind—” 

I suppose it was the cool air that helped 
bring me back to earth. I could see clear- 
ly, and I understood Dan’s moves. This 
was indeed the test. Still, I wasn’t thrilled. 
I wasn’t like Lue, I told myself with sav- 
age triumph. 

He moved close to me again and tried 
to kiss me. 

“Come on, Baby.” he said. 
gives Big Dan the brush-off!” 

I pushed his hands from my shoulders, 
opened the car door. and jumped out. He 
rushed out and grabbed me. I fought free 
and started to run. As he came after me, 
I was frightened silly. Somehow, I thought 
of Tommy and I wanted to get away from 
this monster. I didn’t want to be another 
one of his conquests. 

I ducked through the alley next to his 
apartment building and hurtled through 
the darkness. Immediately I knew this 
was a foolish thing to do—Big Dan was 
I could almost feel his 


“Nobody 


gaining on me. 





clawing hands grabbing me again. I tried 
to run faster, stumbling over cans and bot- 
tles. Once I fell. As I tried to get up, 
Big Dan tried to push me down again. But 
I managed to slip away. 

I ran madly out of the alley, onto the 
lighted street. Wildly, I looked around, but 
it seemed to be deserted. I kept running 
and tried to scream. But no sound came. 
All I could hear was the heavy clatter of 
Big Dan’s feet. 

When my knees were about to give way 
and Dan was almost at arms length, I 
looked up through tear-filled eyes to see a 
familiar car pull to a stop. Someone got 
out and came toward me. I collapsed in 
a faint. 

When I came to, I was in Tommy’s arms. 
I didn’t know how I got there, but I was 
so glad. He begged me to forgive him, 
and kept kissing away the tears in my eyes. 
Silently, my arms went around his neck; I 
kissed him with all the joy in my heart. 
My fears were in the past. 

As Tommy slowly took me home, he ex- 
plained how he had happened to be there 
when Danny chased me through the alley. 
In the first place, he explained. he had 
faked the sea duty. Although he loved me 
with all his heart, he said, he wasn’t sure 
about me and... (he paused) 
“that thing about your Aunt Lue.” He fig- 
ured that if I was to be a bad girl, I'd go 
out with other guys when I knew he was 
off to sea. That way, he meant to find out. 

“But.” he said, “I couldn’t take it. I 
came tonight to confess the whole dirty 
plot. I went by Lola’s. She told me you 
went out with this Dan Louis. So, I went 
out to the club and waited. I didn’t dare 
go in for fear I might find out I'd lost you. 
Then I saw you come out and go off with 
him. My heart sank, but I decided to fol- 
low. I was parked just back of Dan’s car 
when you ran through the alley. I cut 
around the block—and you know the rest, 
except that Big Dan ducked back through 
the alley when he saw me.” 

I looked into Tommy’s eyes, and the love 
I saw reflected in them matched the flame 
in my heart. I didn’t know what to say. 
So, I didn’t say anything. I just kissed 
him with a passionate tenderness. His lips 
answered back. It was then I knew, once 
and for all time, I had nothing more to 


fear. THE END 





Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 14) 
your handwriting with the following speci- 
men to see if you have the same traits. 
Figure 1 shows the handwriting of a woman 


about 45 years old. The extreme left- 
slanted letters reveal that the writer’s 
thoughts are focused upon herself. Her 


insecure feeling is a result of many disap- 
pointments she has experienced. She never 
sticks to one thing long enough to get re- 
sults, and is restless and irritable. Her 
weak will prevents her from setting a goal 
and working steadily toward it. 


Her low T-bars tell us she needs more 
self-assurance. She is a reserved person 
who finds it difficult to express herself, so 
she is not too friendly and is inclined to 
brood over difficulties. This is shown in 
her vertical writing. She is also some- 
what critical, a fact which is clear in her 
angular writing. 

This woman can find peace and happi- 
ness if she remembers that through prob- 
lems mankind has always elevated himself; 
that we are judged not so much by our pos- 
sibilities as by our accomplishments. With 
perseverance we can overcome formidable 
barriers. 
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With Each Order of 4 or More Records 
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(Continued from Page 9) 


boys “jump every joint” in which they ap- 
pear. 

Right now, the amazing success of Coun- 
try Girl Blues on southern jukeboxes has 
so excited Columbia officials that they are 
putting the Powell group into recording 
sessions at nearly every opportunity dur- 
ing the boys’ back-breaking schedule of 
night club, theatre and dancehall appear- 
ances. Their output is divided between 
the Columbia label and the subsidiary 
Okeh platters. 

Available Powell tunes on Columbia are: 
Down in the Bottom/I Want to Walk With 
You; October Twilight/Sunday; Young 
Man With a Horn/Last Saturday Night; 
Sunny Side of the Street/My Love Is Gone. 
On Okeh the Blue Flames are represented 
by The Masquerade Is Over/Haunted Pi- 
nochle Blues; ’'ve Made a Big Mistake 
In the Cool of the Evening. A brand new 
batch of sides for Columbia was waxed 
last month in Chicago. 

The boys go to town on Bottom, and Twi- 
light is a record everyone will want after 
hearing it. Man With a Horn demon- 
strates the new techniques mentioned as an 
identifying tag that will in the future be 
recognized in nearly everything Powell 
does. In addition, the Blue Flames pack 
a terrific beat for dancing, sparked as it is 
by the dynamic drumming of Powell who 
ranks right up there with the topflight hide 
beaters. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Jdonest 
and Truly/All My Life, Decca’s Four Ink 
Spots offering that finds Bill Kenny once 
more way out in front as one of the great 
voices of the day. Backed by the rest of 
the quartet, Kenny makes this disc a must 
item for your collection. GOOD: / May 
Hate Myself in the Morning/l Hear a 
Rhapsody by Betty McLaurin with the 
Rex Kearney orchestra on Derby. There 
is a deliberate beat backing the strong 
chirping of Betty on Hate Myself that will 
make you think twice before passing it up. 
The other side, however, isn’t Betty at her 
best by any means. 

WORTHWHILE: 5-10-15 Hours / Be 
Anything, Ruth Brown’s new hits on Atlan- 
tic; . . . Johnny Hodges’ Mercury platter, 
Pound of Blues . . . When The Swallows 
Come Back to Capistrano/That’s What 
Youre Doing to Me, to a sizzling 
turn by the Dominos on Federal... . 
Hurry Up/Please Tell Me Why by Varetta 
Dillard on Savoy ... New Basie Blues/ 
Sure Thing, Count Basie’s return to wax 
(Capitol) with his new big orchestra . 
Tulips and Heather/Please Mr. Sun by 
Perry Como on RCA-Victor ... Be My 
Life’s Companion/Love Lies which bring 
the Mills Brothers out front again on a 
sizzling Decca platter . Stan Kenton’s 
Yes/Mambo Rhapsody on Capitol... 
Woman Is a Five-Letter Word/Got You on 
My Mind (RCA-Victor’s pleasing presenta- 
tion of John Greer’s music. 
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(Continued from Page 19) 
First she had the chills. 


Then 4 


fever that seemed to consume her with ap 


death. 


inner flame. She tossed and turned from 
side to side in the bed we shared, her eyes 
burning bright, her skin hot to touch, 
There were times when she didn’t seem to 
know me. Her long hair became dull and 
matted, and though I brewed some sassgg. 
fras tea, she wouldn’t drink any. Instead, 
she pushed the cup away so suddenly that 
it clattered to the floor and the tea drib. 
bled down between the rough wooden 
boards. 

I guess I had been pretty brave up to 
that time, but when that happened, sud. 
denly she wasn’t the sweet, gentle mother 
I knew. I began to cry. She came to, 
then. for the first time in days. The flush 
of fever left her cheeks. Her eyes bright. 
ened. She sat up weakly in bed. 

“Carrie—baby,” she whispered. 

I ran to her side, happy that she ree. 
ognized me at last. She struggled to speak, 
her lips quivering. “Take care, baby— 
take care—” 

“Of what, Mama? Of what?” The 
question was a quaver on my lips. 

“T love you—be a good girl for Mommy 

a 

Her head dropped back on the pillow 
and her eyes closed wearily. For the first 
time in ages she seemed to smile. “Mama, 
Mama!” I cried. 


DON’T know how long I sat there by 

her side, but finally the wooden door of 
the cabin creaked open and two strange 
men and a woman stood there. One of the 
men was Pastor Nichols and it was he who 
tried to comfort me. At first, his words 
were meaningless. ““We were worried when 
your Mama didn’t come to town to trade 
her eggs and things,” he was saying. “We 
thought we’d come out and see if anything 
was wrong.” He shook his head sadly. “lt 
looks as if we were too late, God rest her 
soul!” 

Then it came to me. This man—these 
people—were from town, that horrible 
place that had hurt my mother so. | 
scrambled to my feet and huddled against 
the wall on the far side of the room. “Go 
away!” I yelled at them. “Go away! My 
Mommy said you’re wicked.” 

“Listen to the child,” gasped the woman 
at the doorway. “She’s half-wild!” 

“Go away!” I screamed. 

“Like mother, like daughter!” clucked 
the woman, whom the men addressed as 
Sister Lucy. “Wild and half-crazy!” 

But Pastor Nichols had taken a different 
attitude toward me. It was due to his 
kindness that I had a home in the pat 
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sonage of Mt. Calvary church. I was un- 
pelievably ignorant in the ways of town life 
and, the Pastor took it upon himself to 
bring my schooling up to date that sum- 
mer. He was the only one I really trusted. 
[felt that even if Mama did say that every- 
thing in town was wicked, surely she 
couldn’t have meant Pastor Nichols too. 

The whole town was shocked when the 
Pastor took me around to buy me dresses 
and shoes and all the other things a little 
girl needs. 

“Jsn’t that Lou Martin’s child, Pastor?” 
[heard a horrified storekeeper’s wife ask 
one day, as I stared at my image in the big 
mirror at the back of the store. 

“That’s right, Sister Moore.” he said 
quietly, surveying me in my new blue ging- 
ham dress. “Pretty child, isn’t she?” 

“Pretty is as pretty does!” Sister Moore 
remarked piously, “and if you remember 
Lou Martin—” 

“Come along, Carrie Sue,” the Pastor 
said hastily, and taking my hand he led me 
quickly out of the store. But even though 
the Pastor tried to shield me from all the 
gossip that a small town breeds, not even 
his kindness was enough to protect me 
when school opened that fall. 

None of the other kids would even talk 
tome at first. Later they began to taunt 
me, calling me names and saying awful 
things about my mother, until one day, I 
could-stand it no longer. Pastor Nichols 
found me in my room. I was wearing my 
old dress and I was gravely putting a few 
things into a cardboard box. It was early. 
[hadn’t gone back to school after lunch- 
time. 

“Why, Carrie Sue!” 
of concern. “Aren’t you going to school 
this afternoon?” 

I gazed at him silently for a moment, 
hig tears oozing from the corners of my 
eyes. Then I burst out, “I’m never going 


His voice was full 





heck to that awful place—never! My 
Mommy was right. Everybody here is 
wicked and I hate them all! DTm—I’m 


going back home.” 

His face wrinkled sadly. 
wicked, Carrie Sue? Everyone?” 

His gentle voice reminded me that my 
words were untrue. I remembered how 
sympathetic and understanding he had al- 
ways been. I ran to him and threw my 
ams around him. “Not you!” I sobbed. 
‘Everyone but you!” 

He patted my head soothingly. Drying 
my tears, he led me into his study. He 
semed to he more comfortable behind his 
large, work-scarred desk. “Lucy doesn’t 
come fussing around in here,” he explained 
good humoredly. 

Pastor talked to me in a quiet, soothing 
wice then began to talk of my mother. “I 
don’t know how much of this you'll under- 
tand now,” he said gravely, “but whatever 
you don’t understand, try to remember 
when you grow up. No one here on earth 
las the right to condemn you.” 

Then, very simply, he told me about my 
mother. She was a lovely girl at 16, the 
Mettiest and liveliest in town. There was 


“Is everyone 


a sort of innocence about her that made 
everyone treat her with respect, even 
though some might have frowned on the 
open-hearted way she showered her friend- 
ship on anyone who was in the least re- 
She never bothered fixing up 
much. She didn’t have to her 
beauty was the natural kind that attracted 
men like bees buzzing around a_ honey- 
comb. 

Pastor told me how big, handsome Ed 
Jackson had come along. After a whirl- 
wind romance, he persuaded mother to run 
away to Norfolk with him. Pastor’s voice 
was low and the words came slowly and 
painfully, as he told me that Mama and 
Ed had never been married. Mama re- 
turned from Norfolk pregnant—and alone. 
The whole town made her an object of 
scorn. No woman would talk to her and 
the men regarded her as easy prey. So, 
shortly after I was born, mother left town 
and made the deserted shack at the edge 
of the woods our home. It was then, after 
Pastor Nichols finished his story, that I 
understood the fright I had seen in Mama’s 
I could understand her fear of the 


sponsive. 
because 


eyes. 
town. 

The knowledge of what had happened 
to Mama grew hard within me like a rock 
of hate. At first I felt only sorrow that 
she should have been hurt and cast aside. 
Then the sorrow turned into bitterness. I 
was determined about one thing. My life 
would -be blameless. No one would ever 
have a chance to say anything bad about 
me. Hadn’t my mother said to me on her 
deathbed, “Be good”? 

I took those words as an omen and a 
guide, and vowed to follow them as long as 
I lived. As I grew older I took great pains 
not to have anything to do with the boys 
all during high school. Most of the girls 
had already been told by their parents to 
stay from Once I overheard 
Sister Lucy say to a church deaconess that 


away me. 
my beauty was a mark of Satan. 

“You’re right,” the deaconess agreed 
with a wag of her head. “Bound to get her 
into a peck of trouble, just like her Ma.” 

I fled upstairs to my mirror, frantic to 
erase the attractiveness that I hadn’t even 
noticed until then. I stared at myself with 
disapproval. There seemed to be nothing 
I could do with the large dark eyes, fringed 
with silky black lashes. I looked at my 
hair and shook my head impatiently. 
Quickly, I braided the long black strands 
the way I had done for my mother years 
before. I pulled the braids tightly, hurt- 
ing my scalp as I did so, trying to punish 
myself for the good looks I felt were a 
curse. 

Of one thing I was certain—I would not 
stray from the straight and narrow path 
because of prettiness I couldn’t help. I 
looked at my reflection in the mirror with 
some satisfaction. That was better! | 
looked like a little old maid school teacher 
with my braids severely wound around my 
head. 

Evenings were the only time I was ever 
really happy. The Pastor was a fine or- 
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eanist. When he noticed my interest in 
music he was quick to start training me. 
Soon I was playing for church services and 
even though the congregation didn’t seem 
to approve the idea, Pastor Nichols insisted 
that I go on playing every week. Finally, 
most of the women stopped watching me 
grim-faced from their pews as if I were 
about to commit a sin any moment. I 
knew they were only waiting—waiting and 
hoping that all they had said about me 
would come true. I thought of them bit- 
terly as my fingers ran over the keyboard. 
They were so self-righteous and narrow- 
minded, just waiting for the daughter of 
Lou Martin to make the same mistake her 
mother had made 18 years before. 

Springtime, revival time—came to our 
little church. This year the congregation 
was more excited than usual. Pastor Nich- 
ols had arranged for one of the most 
famous gospel singers to provide the music 
for the meetings. For weeks before he ar- 
rived the main topic of conversation was 
Gabriel Brown. Even Pastor Nichols 
seemed excited, and the sisters had a hard 
time deciding where he would stay. 

“Of course, in the parsonage,” Sister 
Lucy announced with determination. “He'll 
expect to stay in the parsonage.” 

The other women argued and disagreed, 
but it was finally Pastor Nichols who made 
the decision. He, too, felt that the visiting 
celebrity should be accorded the courtesy 
of official hospitality. 


DIDN’T understand why all the fuss 

was being made about Gabriel Brown. 
According to some who had heard him 
sing, he had such a marvelous voice that 
his presence at a revival was a sure guar- 
antee of a large attendance and plenty of 
converts. When Pastor Nichols announced 
his coming at Sunday service, he said that 
Gabriel Brown had been given a contract 
to make some recordings and had just ap- 
peared on a program in New York with 
the noted gospel singer, Mahalia Jackson. 

I don’t remember exactly how I had pic- 
tured Gabriel Brown in my mind, but I 
was in no way prepared for his dramatic 
arrival. He drove up to the parsonage in 
a long, low Lincoln Continental, the black 
finish of the car covered with a film of red 
dust from the road. It was the first time 
I'd ever seen such an elegant car. I stood 
on the steps gaping at it. Then Gabriel 
Brown stepped out from behind the wheel. 
I took one look at him and I saw imme- 
diately why he was so popular with women 
church members. He was tall, and though 
I knew nothing about such things, I was 
sure his grey flannel suit was tailor-made. 
His face was thin and serious above his 
conservative, knitted black tie, but his lips 
were sensuous and fully-curved. His hair 
glistened blue-black in the sunlight. 

The newcomer slammed the car door 
shut and turned toward the house. It was 
then he saw me staring at him. He stopped 
for a second, and the sudden, bold look in 
his eyes sent a peculiar feeling racing 
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through me. Suddenly I turned, ran into 
the house and up to my room. I threw 
myself on the bed and tried to shut out the 
wild pounding of my heart and the half- 
muffled voices that drifted from downstairs. 
I could hear Sister Lucy’s high-pitched 
voice, and then a lower, melodious mascu- 
line one. I buried my head deep in the 
pillow and clenched my fists. Maybe every- 
one was right about me. Where was I now 
with all my high resolves? The first time 
a goodlooking stranger turned his eyes on 
me, I felt all limp and warm inside. 

I dreaded going downstairs, facing those 
piercing, strangely-demanding eyes of his. 
I was angry, too. Why did I have to be 
put in this position just when things were 
going along so nicely for me? But then, I 
reflected, sooner or later temptation would 
come my way and | would have to learn 
to face it. I was not going to yield the way 
my mother had. Though I didn’t want to 
face the thought. I was beginning to hate 
my mother for the blight her sin had cast 
over my life. The memory of the soft- 
spoken young woman was being clouded 
over by a veil of hate—hate for a woman 
who had been weak and sinful and who 
had left me a legacy of scorn. 

Finally, it was dinner time and I knew 
I couldn’t stay up in my room any longer. 
I changed into a high-necked, long-sleeved 
black blouse. It was the severest thing I 
owned, but as I looked in the mirror I saw 
that even its simple lines could not quite 
hide the blossoming curves of my woman’s 
body. But at least I wore no makeup, and 
I still had my hair in braids. 

That meal was torture to me. I tried to 
be as inconspicuous as possible, but I 
couldn’t help noticing that his eyes were 
upon me every time I walked from the din- 
ing room into the kitchen and back. Of 
course, he didn’t stare openly. He was too 
busy sweet-talking Sister Lucy, who sim- 
pered and cooed in an almost disgusting 
fashion. I could hardly wait for the meal 
to end so I could escape tomy room. Then 
I remembered—I was the organist. I would 
have to rehearse with Gabriel Brown. May- 
be even be alone with him in the choir 
loft! I was forcing myself to sip my cof- 
fee instead of gulping it down when the 
question finally came. 

“By the way,” said our guest, turning to 
Pastor Nichols, “who’s the organist? I 
brought some new arrangements with me 
from New York and I'd like to run over 
them with whoever is going to play for your 
meetings.” 

Pastor Nichols smiled. 
ting right here all evening. 
quiet, for some reason. Carrie Sue is our 
organist, and a mighty fine one, too,” he 
added, giving my hand a pat. 

Gabriel turned to me. “Good. I hope 
you won't be too tired to play for me to- 
night.” 

“Why—I—” 

“The sooner the better,” the Pastor 
urged. “We must be ready for the meet- 
ings.” 


““She’s been sit- 
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“Of course.” I said weakly. 
will be fine, Mr. Brown.” 

Later, we sat in the darkened chur 
with the small light on the organ throy, 
ing out a little circle around us. I glance 
down into the silent rows of pews anj 
shivered a little. My playing was prety 
mechanical, I’m afraid. At first he stood be 
hind me, reading the music over m 
shoulder. 

“Do you mind if I sit beside you?” hy 
asked softly. 

I didn’t dare look up, but nodded anj 
moved over as far as I could and still hp 
able to reach all the keys. He slipped be 
side me and my hands began to tremble, 
My whole body stiffened as our shoulder 
touched. It was agonizing to have him gi 
so close beside me, there all alone in the 
darkened auditorium. 

All of a sudden I hit the wrong keys anj 
a jarring chord leaped out from the instry. 
ment. “Carrie Sue—” He stopped sing. 
ing and his hand came down gently over 
mine. “Why, your hands are cold as ice!” 

I didn’t dare look up, but I tried to pull 
my hand away. His low, deep laugh only 
frightened me more. “There’s nothing to 
be afraid of,” he said, his voice soft and 
caressing. “Just because I’m supposed to 
be a celebrity of some kind is no reason 
for you to be nervous playing for me. Just 
think of me as one of the regular choir 
members.” 

His soothing voice washed away some of 
the nervousness. But I had to laugh wryly 
to myself. He thought I was impressed 
because he was a famous singer and was 
jittery because of that, when actually, it 
was the strange feeling his attractiveness 
aroused in me. It was my fear of what 
would happen if I gave in to the crazy 
yearnings his eyes awakened in my heart. 
Somehow, we managed to get through the 
rehearsal without too many mistakes on 
my part. 

I tried to avoid him in the days that fol- 
lowed. But since he was living in the 
same house, it was hard to do. And I felt, 
rather than saw, his dark, brooding eyes 
on me wherever I turned. Gradually. a 
tense, emotion-loaded atmosphere grew up 
between us. It was almost unbearable. 
and I seemed to be attracted to him and 
repelled at the same time. But since that 
first time, we had not been alone agai. 
Each night was filled with wild, fantastic 
dreams in which a girl resembling myself 
moved in slow-motion toward the figure of 
a man, while I looked on in horror and 
shouted warnings that the dream girl ig 
nored. 

The Saturday night before the revival 
was to begin, I slipped into the church. 
I wanted to think, to lose myself in music 
and forget the disturbing dreams and 
haunting desires that tormented my mind 
and body. Sitting on the bench, I heard 
a sound behind me and jumped. 

“There’s nothing to be afraid of, Carrie 
Sue—honey,” Gabriel’s voice was like an 
intimate caress. \ 

I turned and tried to pull away—but his 
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arm came down over my shoulders, and 
he pulled me toward him, laughing softly 
all the while. For a brief second I felt 
the rough fabric of his jacket against my 
face, and then he tilted my chin back with 
his free hand and kissed me. Warmth 
fooded my whole being, and a new deli- 
cious sensation. I relaxed, and he bent to- 
ward me again, but this time I pulled 
away from him, suddenly aware of what 
had happened. It was sin, sin—and I had 
heen weak enough to succumb— I was 
ashamed, ashamed—and frightened that I 
should fall so easily; that I should allow 
aman to kiss me like this right in church. 

Gabriel’s voice was puzzled when he 
spoke. “What’s the matter—you afraid of 
alittle kissing?” Then he laughed again. 

I gasped. How could he take all this 
w lightly! But then, I reflected bitterly, he 
was a man. Like all men he just wanted his 
own pleasure without concern for anyone 
else. 

“Oh come on now, baby.” He was com- 
ing toward me in the darkness. “You 
don’t have to play hard to get with me— 
you liked that as much as I did.” 

“No!” I backed away, ran down the stairs 
and into the house. I threw myself trembling 
on my bed. It took me quite a while to fall 
asleep that night, and it wasn’t until I had 
resolved never to let the events of that 
night be repeated. 

The next night began the week of 
revival meetings. It was during that 
week that I really understood why Gabriel 
Brown was one of the most popular Gospel 
ingers, and why he was called “Gabriel.” 

‘It’s not his real name,” one of the Sis- 


tas told me, “but wait till you hear him 
sing—it’s like the Angel Gabriel, calling 


om Judgement Day.” 

So it was. An involuntary thrill passed 
through me when I heard him sing at that 
frst meeting. He stood before the congre- 
sation and glanced up at me in the choir 
loft as a signal that I could begin. The 
tight before when we had practiced he had 
kept his voice low—but now it flowed forth 
—and the entire church echoed and re- 
echoed with the glorious sound. 

“Let us break bread together, let us 
break bread together,” he sang and after 
afew choruses the entire congregation was 
standing singing with him— 

“.. at the table of the Lord- 

The beat of the music increased in tem- 
w The organ resounded. I know I 
jlayed as I never had before—faster and 
laster— My own feet kept time on the 
redals, while the congregation clapped and 
ang. Louder and louder they 
ad faster they sang- Above it 
wuld hear him—his glorious voice true 
ind joyous, full and clear. Suddenly I 
fund myself singing with the congrega- 
tion, caught up in the midst of it all, and 
[knew that despite all my resolutions I 
would never be able to hate Gabriel Brown 
the way I wanted to. 

But it was only during the meetings that 
lfelt that way about him. 


faster 


all, I 


got 


During the day 


when I saw him around the parsonage I 
still hated him. He wouldn’t leave me 


alone—to him pursuing me was just a 
pleasant game. He had sensed my inner 
weakness, my struggle. 


“Why don’t we go to the beach, Carrie 
Sue?” he asked me one day. “We could 
go for a nice long drive, and then just lie 
in the sun. I bet look great in a 
bathing suit.” 

“T don’t own one,” I told him stiffly. 

But the worst times were when we prac- 
ticed together in the choir loft. He always 
and I could feel his warm 
He would smile gently 
mocking—urging— 


you 


sat close to me, 
eyes caressing me. 

but his 
urging me to stop resisting, 
break down my 


eyes were 
urging me to 


resolve. 


always alone, and 
times he would stand behind me. I 
would play for a while, and then I would 
feel his lips gently kiss the back of my 
neck. I would shiver and try to look an- 
noyed, disinterested. 
But I would always get up quickly, and 
move away from him, filled with fear that 
my strength would drain from me and my 


some- 


\ (/E WERE 


will to resist would melt. 

“You don’t have to be 
me, while his eyes mocked me. 
going to try to force you into anything. I 
you but I can 


afraid.” he told 
“I’m not 


never knew a woman like 
wait.” 

I fled from him then, furious at the com- 
placent sureness in his voice. I longed to 
be able to tell Pastor Nichols—but I was 
ashamed to. Once I thought I would con- 
fide in Sister Nichols—but then, bitterly I 
remembered the reputation I born 
with, and I knew that she would never be- 
lieve that it wasn’t I who had made the 
first advances. 

After the first 
disappear in the afternoon, 


was 


few days Gabriel would 
and be gone 


till dinner time. I was glad, because I 
could only relax when he was gone. I 


wondered why he didn’t visit some of the 
other women of the congregation instead 
of bothering me. 
and old, 
were all crazy about him. 

After services I could hear the girls in 


It was easy to see that 


young married or single, they 


the choir giggling and chattering about 
him, and immediately afterward all the 


women in the congregation would surround 
him. They laughed, flattered his voice and 
tried to get as close to him as possible. I 
heard the married women invite him for 
dinner. The younger girls always wanted 
to go for a ride in his car. 

It seemed strange to me that he didn’t 
accept any of their boldly-given invitations. 

I felt more than a little heartsick on the 
next to last day Gabriel was to be in town. 
I knew in my heart that I was drawn to 
him. But it wasn’t just his obvious sex 
appeal that interested me 
I realized now how really lonely I had al- 
Gabriel Brown was all a girl 


I was lonely. 


ways been. 
could have ever wanted. I understood now 


how empty was the life that I was plan- 























Queen keeps it that way! 
QUEEN SUPREME gives you more 
beautiful, romantic hair... because it 
gives your hair a lustrous, “alive look!” 
A light touch daily keeps hair neat . 
smart-looking. Delightfully perfumed. 
Sparklingly fresh. 
Ask for QUEEN 
SUPREME in the 
white and gold 
metal container. 








If your druggist can’t supply you, write 
Dept. TC-6 


NEWBRO MFG. CO. ATLANTA, GA. 





Make Money and Friends as a 


PRACT (Tica NURSE 







waiting demand for nurses. Thoutands needed at 
once Faz school not pocsssary jo ag: 
son Free. Rush name on 2epo postcard. 


POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL at NURSING 
G-326 A Bidg.. 








Searrmaaa SFOS 
RING CO., 
CLARK Soe 





2348 MILWAUKEEAY., 


WRINKLES? 
Don't Worry! 























FORE AFTER 
Hollywood has finally disclosed its secret. You can now 
hide wrinkles, frown lines and eliminate that tired, worn 
look IMMEDIATELY — right before your very eyes. With 
this Hollywood Beauty Facial Deliner you can have a line- 
free face, neck for hours at a time. Think of it. a soft 
smooth as satin skin, so important for that romantic inter- 
lude, eS or appointment. Apotio d ort to the face, the 
HOLLYWOOD BEAUTY FACIAL DELINER tightens the 
= surtgoes and eliminates all ridges, lines and frowns 
d BEST of all, it is safe Ss the most sensitive skin. 
UNCON DITION AL GUARANTEE: Simply apply as di- 
rected—Watch yourself in the mirror and see the age lines 
disappear. If not delighted, ty retuad will be made. 
Do Not Delay. Send $2. eck or money wes or pay 


postman $2.00 plus delivery ‘charges. Triple size 
HOLLYWOOD PRODUCTS 
246 Roebling St., Dept. W-388, Brooklyn 11, New York 


79 














LONG, THICK 
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hair grows and is fed from the scal & 
and that a healthy scalp is a MUS for 
lovely, healthy hair. Make this TEST 
right now! Rub your scalp... is it tight 
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hot combs, marcel irons or straighten- 
ers? If you answer yes to any of these, 
you may be cheating yourself of a nor- 
mally healthy scalp where sees gi 
ee Rp long hair grows! IT’ 
Y TO FIND O 
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ning to lead—all because I wanted to atone 
for all that people had said about my 
mother—I didn’t hate her now—I under- 
stood: clearly the kind of emotions that 
had made her run away with Ed Jackson. 

I was glad when the last night of the 
Revival Meetings finally arrived. I wanted 
Gabriel Brown to get out of town so that 
I could go back in peace to the life I 
wanted to lead. 

I always went to the choir loft early to 
arrange my music, and as yet none of the 
choir or congregation had arrived. I heard 
footsteps coming up to the loft, and I tried 
to appear very busy with my music. 

“Hello, Carrie.” The low, melodious 
voice told me who it was. 

“What can I do for you, Mr. Brown?” I 
asked stiffly. 

He sat down beside me. “You don’t 
have to go calling mister. You've 
been calling me Gabriel, same as everyone 
else, all week now.” 

“Just because I didn’t want to create any 
talk,” I told him. “And anyway, I wish 
you wouldn’t keep comparing me with the 


me 


others.” 
I almost expected him to laugh then 
After all, I knew that he didn’t care what 
I thought. But instead, he got angry. 
“You're so pure and perfect!” 
Before I could move away, he gripped my 
shoulders and pulled me around so that 
I faced him. “You’re young and you're 
beautiful,” he continued, 
“But you’re as cold as ice! 


he grated. 
=) 


his voice rising. 
You pride 
yourself on being so aloof and unattain- 
able, when all the time you’re burning up 
Don’t you know it’s normal for 
You're 


inside. 
a woman to be attracted to a man? 
so wrapped up in your holier-than-thou at- 
titude you can’t recognize love when it hits 
you!” 

His hands biting into my shoulders were 
hurting me, but what he said hurt even 
more. Suddenly sobs tore at my throat. 

“Yes,” I burst out. “I do want other 
things. I do want to be normal and have 
love and affection. But it’s men like you 
who make it impossible 
everything cheap and easy.” 

He let me go then, and I collapsed 
against the organ keys crying. I heard 
his voice behind me, strangely different. 

“T’m—I'm sorry, Carrie.” he faltered. “I 
guess I just didn’t understand— _ I didn’t 
I've got a voice 





always wanting 


understand you or myself. 
that seems to do things to people. stirs them 
It’s a gift I was born with. 
don’t know— 


The 


up inside. 
Maybe I’ve misused it. I 
some men are pursued by women. 
easy way is to let them catch up.” 

Suddenly, it was painful to listen to him. 
It was as-if he were suddenly seeing him- 
self for the first time and telling me all 
the shabbiness he saw. There was a puz- 
zled, questioning tone in his voice as he 







continued. “I see now that there 
are decent women; women who comm 
respect. I’d forgotten that, forgotten the y 
are women like my own mother was, 9gpea 
always told me a voice like mine shoy or 
be used for good, not evil.” 

My sobs had subsided now and I waijuOV 
with my arms on the keyboard and my he 
cradled on them. I heard him sigh. “ 
be leaving tonight — goodbye, Carrie, fpnly 
know now that I’m not the kind of guy sqgme? 





you—” chie 
That night, people said afterwards, Gf” 
ore, 





briel sang better than ever before. I qj be it 
not know; my heart was too weighted do I: 
and my mind too confused to really healt hay 
his singing. And as he had promised, bhing 
left that night and I didn’t see him againfrying 

“Tl be leaving tonight . . . I’m not thathrou 
kind of guy for you...” yome 

Gabriel’s last words to me_returneff!™ 
again and again to haunt me and each timg ; 
they filled me with a new sadness. If * a 
were not the man for me, then that only ave 
meant there would be no one for me. Withithere 
out him, I would go through life alonehork 
and lonely. The days seemed to stretchfit ver 
before me endlessly, the future loomed uppetter 
like empty time and life without purposefanct 











or meaning. I shut myself off completely? 
from the world, resigned to the harsh factf!° 
that love and affection would never be a 
mine. on 

A month had passed since Gabriel had}.,,9. 
gone out of my life and I was playing for!, Bo] 


Sunday night service. Listlessly, mechap»-haye ; 
cally I played. The music had none of tkefhant 
meaning that Gabriel had once been ablego.ha 
to inspire. I paid little attention to tle ite 
choir and congregation as they sang. Then;{'""S 
towering above all the other voices, I heard t wh 
a new and stronger voice, and my hands a 
trembled on the keys. o 

“, . . open the gates, oh Lord, for I am}ip 








a 

coming home .. .” ant t 
The voice soared on, drowning out thehwom 
choir and rising like an anthem. I heard fppor' 
the rustle and noise of the excited con 4 
rell’s 





gregation as heads turned toward the door. 
“Why, it’s Gabriel!” whispered someone 


aus 


. e M 
in the choir. Lines 
“Gabriel’s come back!” bly « 


The voice sang on, drew nearer and thay 
nearer, and I could scarcely see the keys five {yj 
for my tears of happiness. Then he was feptio 
standing beside me and his strong, warm Pertair 
voice wrapped around me like a tender em ious 
brace. There was something different, al- poilec 
most holy in kis voice this time and I knew eds f 

: phere 
that it was for me that he sang the final, ulkin 

“|. for I am coming home . . .” saith 

My fingers struck a mighty chord as his de 
voice poured forth the final notes and the | peri 
congregation and the choir and my joys }tivisio 
heart shouted a fervent Amen. 
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Carrie, fpaly for women. I sing for audiences— 

of guy fqgmen and women. The best way I can 
£ 0 


chieve success is for the audience to like 
me—not just the women. Like I said be- 









ar s . . 

“ G ore, 1 sell passion when I sing, but I’m 
re. I not inviting women to have affairs with me 
ited dow. J sell it. I’m giving out love—the love 


‘ally heal have for my work. 
mised, hing back except appreciation. 
im again 


I don’t want any- 
I’m not 
ing to steal anyone’s woman from him 





nm not through the temporary admiration those 


men may have for me when I sing to 
hem. I’m not trying to separate anyone. 






returned ; : . 
— fm trying to create that illusion which 
é “it! bring people who are together closer 
ie gether. 

that only 


I've had opportunities to break this code. 


ne. Withtthere have been women who watched me 
ife alongyork and who came backstage and made 
o stretchfit very clear that they wanted to know me 
omed uppetter and under more private circum- 


purposefances. 
mpletely 
arsh fact 
1ever be 


riel had 
ying for 
nechav--}ave star dust in their eyes. 


I'm flattered when they applaud 
he while I’m singing. But I get self-con- 
vious when they try to create any kind of 
rlationship other than patron to artist. 
Then, too, I’ve discovered that some of 
hese women only think they like Bobby 
ucas, the person. What they like, really, 
‘Bobby Lucas, “rising young star.” They 
They are en- 


1e of thefhanted by the illusion, the glamour, which 


een ableto.hand in hand with show business. 


The 


1 to theme I want is not the kind of person who 


g. Then; 


ants me because people will point at her 


I heardf" whisper when she passes by: “There 


y hands 


wes Mrs. Bobby Lucas.” The girl I’m 
boking for won’t want me because I may 
hme day capture fame, and the ability to 


or I am sim a check for her latest mink. Sure, I 


hant to give that girl everything that makes 


out thekwoman materially happy—a home, a car, 
I heard portunities for our children—but I don’t 


ed 


he door. _ column. 


someone 


‘er and 
he keys 
he was 
, warm 
der em- 
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I knew 
e final, 
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END 


con pant her to want me because I make Win- 
I want her to want me 
ause she loves me—for myself. 

Maybe I sound fantastic. Maybe the 
hings I want in a wife are things impos- 
ibly demanding. That could be true and 
pthaps there’s a reason. During my life 
ve known and loved some wonderful, ex- 
ptional women. Besides Mom, there are 
fertain women who stand out in my con- 
Kiousness. And maybe, because I’ve been 
tiled and pampered by them, my stand- 
tds for a wife are way up in the strato- 
where. I’d like to mention the women I’m 
ilking about. There was Josephine Carol 
‘mith, the principal of the Sumner Mag- 
nder School in Washington (she’s now 
‘uperintendent of the elementary school 
tivision there). She took an especial in- 
test in me. She knew me in those days 
then the inferiority complex I mentioned 





above was gnawing at me. She patted me 
on the back and told me I could make it 
and that she’d be proud of me some day. 
There were Caroline Calloway and Louise 
Lovett at Dunbar High in Washington, who 
inspired me, who treated me like a son, 
who gave me advice and little tips about 
how to live and how to treat others. 
There was Thelma Carpenter, 
showed me show business ropes, 
helped me psychologically and financially 
when I was broke and disgusted in New 
York. Thelma—whom I consider a truly 
great star—has given me a friendship, 
purely platonic, which has been one of the 
most pleasant things in my experience. 
There were others like Laura Dawson, 
my guardian in New York, who gave me 
that boost that counted; who saw that my 
clothes were taken care of, my shirts ready 
—just in case that big opportunity came 
along when I had to look the part. There 
was Annie Hatchett in New York, who 
bullied me into believing I could reach the 
top; who told me constantly: “Keep 
punching. Something’s going to turn up.” 
Maybe these wonderful women spoiled 
me so that I am going through life trying 
to find the girl whose personality combines 
all their characteristics and principles. 
There’s one thing I’d like to bring out. 
however, and that is that I’m not only look- 
ing for a girl who can offer me unusual 
gifts as a wife and life companion. I’m 
also trying to prepare myself to be the 
kind of person who will deserve her and 
make her happy. I figure that a guy who 
pays his debts is basically decent. I have 
a tremendous debt to Isaac Royal, my ac- 
companist, a wonderful musician and a 
swell person, the person who can and does 


who 
who 


tell me honestly when I make mistakes on 
stage and off. Isaac is responsible, in a 
great measure, for what I have 
gained. His counsel, his sympathetic un- 
derstanding of both Bobby Lucases—the 
artist and the guy—have been invaluable. 
I owe a debt to Harry Altman, the boss of 
the fabulous Town Casino in Buffalo and 
my manager, who is so sold on me that it 
scares me and who has proven to me that 
there are some people in this world who 
do generous things not only for money but 
because they are genuine. 

Bill Miller, my co-manager and owner of 
the Riviera in Jersey, fits into the same 
category, as does William Morris Agency’s 
Dick Henry, one of the first persons to see 
and believe in the possibilities in me. I 
owe a debt also to talented Jimmy Mundy. 
Jimmy does the arrangements which help 
me so much in getting my work across. 

These are debts I want to pay and have 
to pay. The only way I can pay them is 
by going straight to the big top of show 
business and being clean all the way. 

I think I’m going to have to wait until I 
hit the big top before I will be able to 
even think about happiness and content- 
ment in my own love life. When I get 
there, maybe I’ll be 30 years old and may- 
be I’ll have suffered a great deal because 
the passion I sell to audiences hasn’t 


success 
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Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 
ness or Your Loved Ones? Our Remarkable 
New Discovery Quickly ard Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
With This Craving For liquor Gone, No 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
You Can Go To Business And Carry On 
Your Social Life As Usual, While Using Our Method! May be 
used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement Is 
Noticed In A Remarkably Short Time. The Price ls Amaz- 
ingly Low! Only $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula and 
Instructions! This Is The Only Method That Guar- 














antees Satisfaction or Your Money Refunded, if SEND 
Returned In Ten Days. You Will Bless The Day KO 
You Saw This As Thousands Have Already MONEY 
Done! 








Pay Postman On Delivery! Mail Us Your Name and Address Only! 


SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 
Dept. 70-1, Box 70-K, Jersey City 3, N. J. 
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month Ring at an Amaz- 
ing Bargain Price! ThisG) BS 4@0- 1 YO. 
’ stunning Silver color ring 
is sure to attract attention! 


ig 





2 NG iS? Get y 
4 Na Al} big 4 page Zodiacal Reading for Monthof your 
co Birth. Simply mail 2Sc and date of Birth. 
\-Zaeerr ag World-Wide Diamond Co., Dept. 5-960 
ell 2451 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, lil. 


“I was half crazy 
from torture and pain 
until Pazo gave relief!” 


says Mrs, A. M., Englewood, N. J. 
Itching of simple piles drive you mad? Is 
agonizing pain daily torture? Amazing 
Pazo* acts znstantly to relieve such misery ! 
Soothes inflamed tissues. Lubricates hard- 
ened, dry parts. Helps heal cracking,reduce 
swelling, soreness. Don’t suffer needless 
agony from simple piles. Get Pazo, get real 
comfort, right away. Ask doctors about it. 
Suppository form—or tube with perfor- 
ated pile pipe for easy application. 

*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 
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_ CONFESSIONS 
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Commarea At Last! any woman with a 


PROBLEM BUST LINE 


can now fashion her own oS lamour Fi! 


With Adjust-0-Magic you can mold an attractive, alluring bust line. Simply 
Cross and clip Adjust-0-Magic’s patented front bend for individual glamour 
fit. Here’s the way to get perfect SEPARATION, UPLIFT, and smooth 
CONTOUR and COMFORT. Adjust-0-Magic’s accentuated cups give YOUR 
bustline a youthful and graceful appearance. 


ADJUSTABLE STRAP STYLE 
No. A711 cotton broadcloth........... $3.95 Nude, White, Black 
No. A2711 rayon satin 
$3.95 Nude, White, Biue 
No. A3711 nylon $4.95 Nude, White, Biue 


| 













B Cup Sizes 34-44 
C Cup Sizes 34-46 $ 95 
Style No. A711 Only 





CROSS AND CLIP 
FOR GLAMOUR FIT 


HOOKS IN FRONT 
WATCH THE EFFECT 





gf RUSH THIS ORDER FORM TODAY 
WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. B791-E, 45 East 17th Street, New York, yy. Y. ; 
Please send me the Adjdst-O-Magic Bra | have checked below: ] 

| 
























l 2 4M 6 MOO 
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i A271 3.95 ee | 8] 

* Ag7ll 4395 ~~ ee ek ey: . { 

| ewes —172s hh hee nice” 
FULL MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! Im i aeamememmmamanaaaieas ™ | 
Hook in front for easy adjustment. Our guarantee—if Adjust. Jo piss 
Magic doesn’t do everything we promise for YOUR figure —for es Jone State 





YOUR glamour fit—if it isn’t the MOST GLAMOROUS bra you 7 
have ever wom, send it back for refund of purchase price. * [ SendCOD __C) | Enclose check or money order 


l 
l 
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GRAY HAIRS need worry you no more 


Wm. J. Brandt's 
LIQUID 


GM 
pape 
waar —— ane 


Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. 
One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. No pack. No mess. 
ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save time and money! No one will sus- 
pect your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 
just a uniform color, if properly applied. 

IT WILL NOT RUB OFF! it stays on several months. Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, per- 
manent waving, curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no 
matter how stubborn or how caused. BLACK stays BLACK. All colors stay put. 

WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. You can put it on just where needed. Can be used 
over other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna to 
advantage. 

DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. Full directions in each box 
in English and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 
Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. (In ordering, please state color desired.) Price per 
box $3 cash with order or $3.40 COD (Including Federal Tax.) Order thru your Dept. Store, 
Druggist or direct from us. Your Money Back if Not Entirely Satisfied. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO.,. Dept. 
112 East 23rd Street + New York 10, N.Y. 


Cut this ad out now and save for future reference. 














It is liquid. 



























brought me emotional happiness after ] 
bowed for the last curtain call. But, y 
least, I will have paid my debts, I hop 
At least, I will have been all over th 
world, met all kinds of people and grow 
to understand them and my own self bette, 
At least, I will have tried to perfect my. 
self so that I won’t disappoint that yp. 
usual girl if she agrees to have me. 

My unusual girl doesn’t have to be, 
loving cup beauty. I got over my infe 
riority complex about looks long ago~ 
thanks to Mom—and now I know that tha 
outside beauty in people very often ind; 
cates inside imperfections, just as the most 
beautiful diamonds carry the greatey 
flaws. My unusual girl has to have char. 
acter, purity, a sense of humor, an intellec 
and a deep understanding. 

She has to love me for what I am—no 
angel—just a person. THE END 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 16) 


I am beginning to see that our romance is 
about to die because I just cannot tolerate 
the things he does. He has a number of 
other girl friends, I have found, although 
he spends most of his Saturdays and Sun. 
days taking me out. Lately, though, he has 
had less time for me. I learned why. His 
secretary, a married woman, is taking over 
his life. She introduces him to her eligible 
girl friends, invites them to the office often, 
gives weekend parties to which I am not 
invited. 

I feel I am making a fool of myself by 
waiting for him to make up his mind about 
the divorce, about marrying me, about so 
many other things. We have been going 
together for two and a half years now, and 
during all this time I have not been able to 
look at another man. I love and hate him 
at the same time. Should I give him up? 
He has no regard for my feelings at all. 
I don’t believe it is going to be any better 
if we marry. We argue constantly, and 
bitterly, yet after a while we always make 
up only to argue again. 

B. J. R. 

Dear B. J. R.: I believe you are finally 
coming to your senses about this man. Per- 
haps he is charming, and seems to have a 
good future—if he does not go on “throw: 
ing away his chances”—but if you are so 
terribly incompatible now, marriage will 
not lessen the incompatibility. Few women 
succeed in reforming men, especially if the 
men are not interested in reforming them- 
selves. I do not believe your boy friend 
has any intention of rushing into another 
marriage, even though he faces the possi- 
bility of losing you. The smart thing would 
be for you to start looking around for some- 
one more likely to appreciate love of the 
constant, faithful sort yours is. Your young 
man is preoccupied right now with the 
froth and the fluff of life, not with the serl- 
ous job of finding a happiness which has 
an element of permanence. . 
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The 
Million- 


Heiress 
in NAVY 
BLACK 
Shocking-Pink 
AQUA 


ONLY $099 


NEW ... FLATTERING 


RENCH FLOWER MAGIC 


ALL ‘ROUND PLEATED FOR ALL ‘ROUND GLAMOR 


THIS It’s simply beautiful . . . this 
glamorous copy of a Parisian 
GREAT style sensation in rich, smooth 


VALUE RAYON CREPE with clusters 


of spring posies midst the 


ONLY soft, flattering flutter of all- 


"round pleats. Wide self 


ee belt with big buckle. 


Colorful Floral print on NAVY, 
RED or TURQUOISE. SIZES: 
10 to 20; 14!/2 to 24!/, 










The 
Million- 
Heiress 


& 


ONLY 


SIZES: 10 to 
20; 14! to 
24!/, 


THE MILLION-HEIRESS By 
The Dress with the million- ONLY 


dollar look. Rows and Rows of @ 
expensive TUCKS! Yards and $ 95 
Yards of flattering PLEATS... 








Irresistible in FINEST RAYON 
JERSEY. Sizes 12-20; 1444-244. 
10 DAY FREE TRIAL % SEND NO MONEY 
SOHHHCHESHSOHSOHSHOCEOESEEEEEEEEES 


MAIL ORDER TODAY 














en ee ee -_ 
ANNETTE FASHIONS, DEPT. FM69F | 
45 EAST !7th STREET, NEW YORK 3, N. Y. | 
Please send me the following on approval. | 
STYLE SIZE COLOR 2nd CHOICE 1 

Flower Magic @ $6.95 | | | 
Million-Heiress @ $9.95 | | , 
If not delighted, | may return within ten (10) days H 
for refund of purchase price. 1 

] | enclose $ , you pay postage. i 

[] Send C.O.D., I'll pay $ plus postage. 
Name (Print) : —_—__——. | 
Address ; ea 
City_ Zone State_ | 
































THE MASK IS OFF 


IN CIGARETTE ADVERTISING 





Chesterfield is first 
fom alolaal> 
ell micmlatelactelcialc 





hesterfield uses the right com- 
bination of the world's best 
tobaccos, pre-tested by laboratory 
instruments for the most desirable 
smoking qualities. 

Chesterfields are kept tasty and 
fresh by the only tried and tested 
moistening agents... proved by 
over 40 years of continuous use in 
U.S.A. tobacco products as entirely 
safe for use in the mouth . .. pure 





natural sugars and thenicatty 
pure, harmless and far more costly 
Glycerol... nothing else. 

You can be glad if you smoke 
Chesterfields because they give 
you every advantage known to 
modern science. 


For you that means that 






(@iny-tic-tail-iieCiteola- Mail ldamaulite tla alin 





an extraordinarily good taste and 






MUCH 
MILDER_ 


% 
and “No Unpleasant 
After-taste 3 
"From the report of a \ 
» well-known research 2’ Ly 
‘Ss %e, organization y° \ 
Sa ee mi* 
A, rf hl 


Chesterfield Has for Your Suipeiiaase Plaiure orate Ml agelictaileys 


no unpleasant ofter-taste... 





All for your smoking pleasure 


ond protection. 


They Satisfy ‘‘illions. 


ANY \ 






Every Advantage Known to Modern Science 


Copyright 1952, Liccerr & Myers Topacco Co. 









